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1959 CADILLAC OR IMPERIAL 
OR TRIP TO EUROPE VIA TWA 


Visit Paris Via TWA! 


tiful Paris, the world capital of art, 
ind fashion! How you'll enjoy 
world-famous landmarks, the gay 
walk cates, the fabulous shops! 
VA whisks you to glamorous Paris in 
i few hours. And you can include 
yn and Brussels on this never-to-be- 
tten “dream trip.”’ Make your 
i reality: enter EBONY’s 1959 
rama Contest TODAY! 
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Wouldn't you like ei wag — 
one of these fabulous prizes? 


2 WEEK TOUR 10 LAS VEGAS 
BY WELCOME TOUR TRAVEL 
SERVICE OF CHICAGO 












REMINGTON RAND QUIET-RITER ELEVEN 


Just the thing for the student or person in 
business! Miracle Tab, 11” paper capacity, 44 
key keyboard, exclusive Finger-Speed keys. 
What a prize to win! 








Straight-Line Design GE Combination Refrigerator- TV's STEREOPHONIC HI-FI'S APPLIANCES COLOR 


reams COR ee There are so many things that you have wanted and have put off buying that 


Three big swing-out shelves; two ice-ejector trays; may be your chance to get them. A hi-fi, a typewriter, a color TV, a po 
big 2.1 cubic foot zero-degree freezer; TV, a motion picture camera... you might win any one of these. This year's $ 
rature control; big 9.4 cubic foot refrigerator Picturama Contest is even easier than last year. Every member of the family 

section. An excellent refrigerator that would enter so that you can have more chances to win. Start thinking now and send 


come addition to any home! Win yours! your Prize Contest Coupon. Get that prize you want! 





VA WA yerstream 


25), () () Picturama Contest! 


* JETSTREAM is a service mark owned by TWA exclusively 












E THIS FAMOUS PERSON 


| He’s a star of records, movies, the night 
© dubs and TV. The son of a minister, his 
brother is an entertainer, his daughter's 
© name is “Sweetie.” Warm, throaty voice. 
_ Famous for “Straighten Up and Fly 
" Right.” The first Negro to have his own 
¥ ork television show...which received 
excellent reviews from the critics. 









ITS SIMPLE! 
ITS FUN! 


ANYONE CAN WIN! 








Yes...you should be one of the big prize win- 
ners in this year’s $25,000 Picturama Contest. 
It could be a Cadillac or a mink coat or a trip 
to Europe. All you do to get complete details 
is tell us the name of the famous personality 
whose picture appears above. You just un- 
scramble the picture and tell us who the person 
is. We will send you complete details. But act 
today so you can win one of these 500 big prizes! 





The winners in last year’s big Picturama Con- 
test were people just like you. They didn’t have 


any previous experience and many of them had EBony Picturama Prize Contest 

















di fever entered a contest before. You have just 
| as good a chance as anybody else. You can enter This contest is open to everyone except members 
| as often lik ae y ie a ai P. O. BOX 6369 of the Johnson Publishing Company, and their 
— you like. you Go Is send in as CHICAGO 77. ILL families. Anyone else in the world may enter 
many Picturama Prize Contest Coupons as you ‘ ; Any person may submit any number of entries. 
possibly can. Any man, woman or child should ‘ : : 
¢' he é The name of the person in the picture is: 
able to figure out this famous Negro person- 
oa ality and send in the answer. But you must start 
now and enter EBONY’s Picturama Contest 
; that today! Send in your answer today! Please rush me all the details on how | can win a 
| port big prize in your Picturama Contest. 
’s! 500 PRIZES! 500 WINNERS! 
mily NAME 
1 send 
ADDRESS 
CITY ZONE STATE 
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EDITOR 


HE’S BEEN HERE AND GONE 

I enjoy reading your TAN Magazine very 
much. There is only one more thing | would 
like to ask. Would you please print a story 
about Little Richard? I have been searching 
through magazines for years, but | have not 
found any pictures or stories about him. 

Janice Funk | 
Hurdland., Mo. 

Ed. Note: A story by Litte Richard, “I'm 
Just A Crazy, Mixed-Up Kid,” appeared in the 
October 1957 issue of TAN. 


APRIL’S SHOWER 

| am a regular reader of TAN, a truly en- 

tertaining magazine. Let me, through the me- 

dium of this page, compliment David Jackson 

on the April issue’s cover. Lena Fleming's por- 

trait portrays life’s real beauty. The scattered 

highlights on her hair, the light spot on he: 
lower lip, and the red rose against the sharp | 

contrast of blue sweater gives a striking effect, 

as of a girl in a dream garden. 
S. H. H. 
Kingston, Jamaica 


| have been reading TAN Magazine for al- 
most five years and | think it one of the best 
magazines out. This is my first time writing. 
| enjoyed the stories so very much in the April 
issue, that | decided to write. “Too Wild For 
Marriage,” “We Lived In Hell,” “A Life In 
My Hands,” and “How Costly Is Free Love?” 
were all wonderful stories. | also enjoy the 
Pen Pal section. 
Miss Kathleen Herbert 
Newton Falls, Ohio 


I have just finished reading the April issue 
of your magazine. In my opinion, TAN is num- | 
ber one with me. 

The stories I enjoyed best were: “Dream | 
Girl,” “Too Wild For Marriage,” “Meddling | 
Mother-In-Law,” and “Girl In Torment.” | 
also enjoy your Pen Pal list very much. | feel 
it helps to make your magazine outstanding. 

Patricia Ann Benjamin 
Chattanooga, Tenn. 


THE OTHER SIDE 

In your February issue of TAN, you had ar 
article on “You Don’t Have To Have Babies.” 
What do you think of the thousands of women 
that want to know how to have children? | | 
don’t know what to think of women that don’t 
want to have children when there are women | 
who are dying to have just one. 

Even I would give my life to have one more | 
child. I have had two. I wasn’t married when | 
I had either one, but I am married now, and | 

| 
| 





ve been for two years. | would give my life 
to have a child now. The doctors tell me there 
is nothing wrong with me or my husband. But | 
I would gladly give my life to have a child that | 
would really know his father. 
Estelle Ervin | 
Baltimore, Md. | 





Wonderful things happen 


when your complexion is clear, bright, Nadinola-light 


Give romance a chance! Don’t 
let a dull, dark complexion de- 
prive you of popularity. Don’t 
let oiliness, big pores, blackheads 
cheat you of charm. Chase away 
those bad-complexion blues with 
NADINOLA Bleaching Cream. 
Nothing—absolutely nothing— 
will improve your skin faster, in 
more different ways! 


Contains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable medicated ingre- 
dient of NADINOLA works deep 
down within the skin to brighten 
and lighten it, combat blackheads 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, 


clearer, lighter and lovelier. 


and externally caused pimples. 
Soon your skin feels cleansed and 
cleared, smoother and softer, 
glowing and glamorous. Friends 
will say you look years younger! 


Effective but oh, so gentle! Napr- 
NOLA acts so positively yet is so 
kind to your skin that we guar- 
antee you will be delighted with 
its results. There are two types 
of NADINOLA— one for oily skin 
and the other for dry skin. Choose 
the type that is right for you. 
Buy it confidently, use it happily. 
NADINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 





mers, 
WADINOLA > 
FOR OILY SKIN FOR DRY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe is The original Nadinola 
non-vily. Brightens skin, is enriched with fine 
lessens shine at the cosmetic oils to relieve 
same time. 75c to $2 dryness. 25c to $1.25 
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| am a regular reader of TAN Magazine and 
would appreciate it if you would publish my 
name in your Pen Pals column. | am 19 years 
old, 5/2”, 120 Ibs. My hobbies are roller skat- 
ing, reading, listening to music and dancing. 

! would like to correspond with young peo- 
ple from ages 19 to 26, regardless of race. | 
would like to hear from young people of other 
countries so that I could learn about the cus- 
toms, cultures, their standards of living, and 
other things of interest. Will answer all letters. 

Roma Jean Harden 
2748 N.W. 48th St. 
Miami 42, Fla. 


[| would appreciate it very much if you 
would publish my name in the Pen Pal sec- 
tion of your magazine. I’m interested in cor- 
responding with young ladies. I’m 24 years old, 
tan complexion, weight 159 lbs. My hobbies 
are music and dancing. I will answer all let- 
ters and exchange photos. 

Andrew Louis Gates 
305% Iowa Street 
Waterloo 7, lowa 


Hello! First may I extend heartiest greet- 
ings from Trinidad, land of the steel band and 
calypsoes to all TAN readers over the world. 

| would sincerely thank you if you would 
please be so kind as to publish my name in 

our Pen Pal section. | am a 22-year-old Negro 

cirl, 52” and weigh 110 lbs. I would love to 
orrespond with young men and women from 
all over the world between the ages of 21 and 
0. My hobbies are reading, writing, dancing 
ind going to the cinema. I also love to collect 
pictures. All correspondence will be answered 
immediately. 

Thank you and keep up your good works. 

Miss Geraldine Garuth 
39 Alfred Richards Street 
St. James, Port-of-Spain 


Trinidad, B.W.1. 


| have been a reader of Tan Magazine for 
juite a while, and enjoy it very much. [| only 
wish now that you add my name to your Pen 
Pal column. 

! am an American girl, 24 years old, 5’7”, 
veigh 149 |bs., medium brown complexion, 
long black hair and brown eyes. I love all 
ports, dancing, reading, writing and all kinds 
= music, 

! would like te correspond with young men 
vetween the ages of 24 to 30. All letters will 

inswered promptly. I will gladly exchange 


notos 
Miss Lola Mae Leitch 
Route 1, Box 7 
Grottoes, Va. 


| am a beginning reader of Tan Magazine, 
ind | have liked what I’ve read. I am a fair 
omplexioned colored girl with brown eyes and 
ong dark brown hair. I'll be 15 years old in 
july, and Um 56”, weighing 125 lbs. My 
friends say I’m very attractive, with a nice 

nape. 
| live in a mixed neighborhood, where I’m a 


freshman at a mixed school. I have been told - 


| have a pleasant personality and a good sense 
f humor. I like all kinds of music and all 
ports. I'd very much like to correspond with 


0 


PHN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


boys and girls of other countries. | have as 

many friends of one race as the other. [ will 
answer all letters and exchange photos. 

Burma Alexander 

16906 Lipton Avenue 

Cleveland 28, Ohio 


I would like very much for you to enter my 
name in your Pen Pal column. 

I’m 23 years old, weight 179 lIbs., 5’1144”. 
and a law student at present. I love jazz and 
poetry, box, play football, basketball, chess 
and excel in judo. I would love to correspond 
with girls between the ages of 21-35. I love 
girls to write me from any race, creed or color. 

Will answer all letters and exchange photos. 

Anthony Whiteside 
38 Liberty St. 
Hartford, Conn. 


| would very much like to be included in 
your Pen Pal section. I am a fan of your TAN 
Magazine, and [| think the Pen Pal section is 
very nice. 

I am a Negro girl, 16 years old. My height is 
56”, and I weigh 121 lbs. My complexion is 
brown. My favorite pastimes are dancing, read- 
ing, and listening to records from rock ’n’ roll 
to progressive jazz. I am also learning to skate 
and enjoy it very much. 

I would like to correspond with boys from 
the ages of 16 to 19. Nationality does not mat- 
ter. | promise to answer all letters, and will 
exchange photos. 

Joya Bennett 
6414 Chandler St. 
Cincinnati 27, Ohio 


I am a fan of your magazine and I’m very 
interested in having new friends to correspond 
with, so [ decided to write your Pen Pal col- 
umn. 

| am male, 30 years old, 5’11” tall, with 
brown hair and eyes, weigh 160 lbs. I am in- 
terested in hearing from persons inside or out- 
side of the United States. | am fond of music 
and dancing, but letter writing is my favorite 
hobby. I will exchange photos and answer all 
letters promptly. 

Ralph Watson 
4671 East 144th St. 
Cleveland, Ohio 


| would like to send and receive mail from 
any young lady who could find the time to 
write. 

My name is Ollie St. Uronnous Hemmitt, 
III. I am five feet eleven inches tall, black 
hair, brown eyes, and I weigh 180 lbs. 

1 am an airman in the Air Force, and my 
mail box has been empty for some time now. 
My hobby and my job in the service is photog- 
raphy. I would be happy to exchange photos. 

Ollie St. Uronnous Hemmitt 
Box 103 

16th T.R.S. 

Shaw A.F.B., 


South Carolina 


| am a TAN reader and especially enjoy the 
Pen Pal column. I would appreciate it very 
much if you would print my name in your Pen 
Pal section. I am 16 years old, 5/5”, and 
weigh 133 lbs. I have black hair. black eyes 


and a tan complexion. 


A al elt ee 


| would like to correspond with young men 

between the age of 17 and 20. I will gladly 
answer all letters and exchange photos. 

Leoner Robbins 

5226 Northland 

St. Louis 13, Mo, 


{ will be very grateful if you will please 
publish my request for Pen Pals as I have been 
writing for some time. 

{ am a Jamaican Negro serving in Her Ma- 
jesty’s Army, aged 28 years, of medium dark 
complexion, black hair, brown eyes, weighing 
136 Ibs., and 5/4” tall. 

Thanking you in advance. 

Leslie Holmes 
24A North St. 
Kingston, Jamaica, B.W]. 


| am a 20-year-old native Detroiter stationed 

in Korea for eight more months. I would be in- 

terested in corresponding with single females, 

{ am 6'1” tall, weigh 180 Ibs., and brown com- 

plexioned. My hobbies are reading and col- 

lecting records (all kinds). Will exchange 
photos and answer all letters. 

Pfc. Aldrich J. Jackson 

RA 1660354 

Hq & Hq Co. 

Ist B.G., 31st Inf. 

APO 7 

San Francisco, Calif. 


| should be very much pleased if you would 
kindly publish my name and address in the 
Pen Pal column of the Tan Magazine. 

! am a Ghanaian, and my age is 24 years. 
My occupation is stenography, and reading. 
music and letter writing are my hobbies. 

Whilst thanking you very much in advance 
for your kind cooperation in this matter, | 
trust | shall be reading from friends fairly 


soon, 
Peter Godfrey Archer 
Royal Exchange Assurance 
Ghana House 
Post Office Box No. 50 
Accra, Ghana 
West Africa 


Allow me to introduce myself. My name is 
Lil Rivers, age 32, and I would like to cor- 
respond with men and women of all ages and 
races. 

My hobbies are writing, cooking and movies. 
television and dancing. | will exchange photo 
eraphs and will answer all letters promptly. 

Miss Lil Rivers 
807 Madison St.—Box 4 
Syracuse, N. Y. 


Would you please print my name in the Pen 
Pal section of TAN Magazine. I’ve long been 
a reader of your magazine. My age is 16. | 
have light brown complexion, dark brown hair. 
and brown eyes. My height is 5’2”, weight 117 
lbs. I like sports, reading, sketching, painting. 
and music (jazz and classical). Y 

| would like very much to correspond with 
people all over the world, regardless of race. 
and will be glad to exchange photos. 

Annie Tyler 
500 W. Marshall St. 
Richmond, Va. 
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ing me, he always calls her on the phone 
and asks her if he can come to see me. 
Will you please tell me if he loves me or 
not? Tell me, is he going to get a di- 
vorce? 


A. B. W. 


Dear A. B. W.: 

I cannot tell you whether or not the 
young man will get a divorce, but | can 
tell you that if he is really in love with 
you and seriously interested in your wel- 
fare, he would not try to date you until 
he is free. Your sister is right. You 
should not consider him seriously until 
he is divorced, no matter what the cir- 


cumstances. 


Dear Eve: 
I am fifteen years old. and I am very 


By EVE LYNNE 


much in love with a boy of nineteen. | 
don’t get along with my parents. They 


Dear EVE: 
] am seventeen years of age. The won't let me go anywhere with my boy 
young man | am in love with is twenty- friend. We have been going together for 


three. My sister does not approve of the one year, and his parents like me, and | 


also wants me to go away with him. 
What do you think I should do? 
Confused Girl 


Dear Confused : 

I think you should take a good, long 
look at your boy friend. Does he mention 
the happy institution of marriage when 
he wants you to go away with him? As 
for your parents, they are concerned 
about you because they know the tempta- 
tions of life, not because they want to 
deprive you of any of the fun of living. 
Try to tune in on their wave length. 
They're on the beam. 


Dear Eve: 

The girl I like tells me she loves me, 
but she really loves someone else. She 
tells me she loves me because she wants 
me to give her things. When I go to her 
house, she runs inside and hides. The 
girls at our school know | love her, so 
when she puts me down. no one wants 
me. Tell me what | can do. 


like them. too. B. H. E. 


My mother doesn’t say much about 


two of us going together, because he has 
been married once, and doesn’t have his 
divorce. But he and his wife are not 


Dear B. H. E.: 
Drop her quick. You'll get over her 
—and it only hurts for a little while. 


him, but she and my father always think 
together. and | believe he loves me. were doing something wrong, and my 


When my sister tells him to stop see- boy friend does have respect for me. He 








Bele, 


1. Germicidal protection! Norforms are 
safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected 
new formula releases antiseptic and germi- 
cidal ingredients right in the vaginal tract. 
The exclusive new base melts at body tem- 
perature, forming a powerful protective 
film that permits long-lasting action. Will 
not harm delicate tissues. 

2. Deodorant protection! Norforms 
were tested in a hospital clinic and found 
to be more effective than anything it had 
ever used. Norforms are deodorant—they 
eliminate (rather than cover up) embarrassing 
odors, yet have no “medicine” or “disin- 
fectant” odor themselves. 

3. Convenience! These small vaginal sup- 
positories are so easy and convenient to use. 
Just insert—no apparatus, mixing or meas- 
uring. They’re greaseless and they keep in 
any climate. Your druggist has them in 
boxes of 12 and 24. Also available in Canada. 


: -. Tested by dectors....proved in hespitel clinics 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 

































ENJOY 
STEADY PAY 
EVERY DAY 
AS A 


NURSE 
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LEARN AT HOME 
IN ONLY 10 WEEKS 


THIS IS THE HOME STUDY COURSE that can 
change your whole life. You can enjoy 
security, independence and freedom from 
money worries ... there is no recession 
in Nursing. You can earn up to $65.00 a 
week in good times or bad as a Practical 








YOUR AGE AND EDUCATION ARE NOT IM- 
PORTANT . . . mature and older women are 
also desperately needed. In just a few 


short weeks from now, you should be able 


to accept your first cases. 


BUT THE IMPORTANT THING is to get the 
FREE complete information right now. 
There is no cost or obligation and no 
salesman will call upon you. You can 
make your decision to be a Nurse in the 
privacy of your own home. We will send 
you without obligation, your FREE sam- 
ple lesson pages, and your FREE folder 
Nursing Facts.” 


POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 


ROOM 17A89 — 131 S. WABASH, CHICAGO 3, ILL. 


MAIL COUPON TODay 


FREE 
NURSES BOOK i; e 


LESSON paces 





' ROOM 17489 —131 S. WABASH, CHICAGO 3, ILL. 8 
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By Margo Hughes 
ime Sam Goldwyn Productions completed its 


movie version of Porgy And Bess there’s been a mad 
rush of albums of the George Gershwin music, ranging from 
a progressive jazz trumpet treatment by Miles Davis, an 
easy-going stylized version by Pearlie Mae Bailey, a lovely 
interpretation by Diahann Carroll and Andre Previn, a 
swinging duet by Satchmo Armstrong and Ella Fitzgerald, 
and a few others on down to the music recorded directly 
from the film score, with Cab Calloway singing the Sammy 
Davis, Jr. (who also has his own LP of songs from the pro- 
duction with Carmen McRae) role. Finally, Lena Horne and 
Harry Belafonte combined to do the Porgy And Bess bit, 
but Lena found out too late that she had bitten off more than 
she could vocalize. Actually, the exciting music from this 
American Folk Opera was not meant for night club cats. 


Pianist Erroll Garner, who has been composing for 
himself alone, now finding many of the top names in the 
singing business have become attracted to his work. Sarah 
Vaughan is the latest to do his Misty, which has been re- 
corded by Dakota Staton and Johnny Mathis. As a result, 
Garner has set up his own music firm and is looking for 
lyric writers for some of his compositions. 


Many stars are becoming business personalities, with 
Eartha Kitt forming her own company, called Charney Pro- 
ductions, with an idea toward producing TV shows starring 
herself. Nat Cole will form his own movie production com- 
pany to film “Emperor Jones” in which he will play the 
starring role. And Sammy Davis Jr.’s project is an inde- 
pendent company to film The Curtain Never Falls. Sammy 
will shoot in New York with himself, of course, in the lead. 


Actor Dotts Johnson is again experiencing the hard 
knocks of the business there’s no business like. His new man- 
ager got caught up in the juke box probe, thus ending his 
new recording career. 


Folksinger Josh White, in the midst of suing his re- 
cording company for $50,000 which he claims hasn’t been 
paid him for royalties, had his engagement at a Chicago 
night club shortened when the joint caught fire and burned 
down. 
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Sammy Davis Jr. 


When comic Slappy White wed blues shouter Lavern Baker, there was no 
time for the traditional honeymoon because both parties rushed from their “I do’s” 
direct to separate engagements. But that has all been taken care of now that they've 


joined in an act to make for the togetherness. 


Celebrated African dancer Pearl Primus has included her 4-year-old son 
in the dancing troupe. She says he is already quite a bongo-player and claims he 


speaks to her in drum language. 


Now that Kansas City has become such a hit, a version by Little Richard, 


cut about three years ago before he retired to the ministry, (Continued on Page 76) 
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fs WHOM IT MAY CONCERN/Nat King Cole (Capitol) : If a Hall of Fame for 

pop singers is ever established, as has been done for big league baseball players, 
the first male inhabitants of such hallowed walls will undoubtedly be Crosby, Sinatra, 
Como, and a fellow named Nat Cole. And it is for a singer of Nat’s skill to dare 
record a whole album of songs that have not yet met either the test of time or pub- 
lic opinion. But Cole, who sells like mad anything he records, has done so. 

It is perhaps best explained by Nat himself, who says of this album: “I’m the 
kind of singer who likes nearly every type of tune. But the ones I enjoy most are 
the ones we call ‘standards’—I don’t mean only the big favorites that are heard all 
the time; I’m including all songs that have the unforgettable ‘something’ in their 
sound that nearly always marks them for a spot on the standard shelf. 

. While I’ve recorded quite a few albums of proven standards, and always 
enjoyed doing them, this time I decided to try to find a set of great new iunes that 
have this wonderful ‘something’ . tunes that really sound like they'll make it 
over the long pull. Personally, I hear the magic in all these selections.” 

Nat fails to say that much of this “ 
and receives added richness through the accompaniment of maestro Nelson Riddle. 
The tunes: To Whom It May Concern, Love-Wise, Too Much, In The Heart Of 
Jane Doe, A Thousand Thoughts Of You, You’re Bringing Out The Dreamer In 
Me, My Heart’s Treasure, If You Said No, Can’t Help It, Lovesville, Unfair, and 
This Morning It Was Summer. 

Never heard of them? Of course not. 
you'll hear them often, haunting melodies lingering in your brain. 


magic” is provided by his own vibrant voice, 


But after listening to Nat Cole sing them, 
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SHOE 


Pays You Up To 
+600 


with the 
AMAZING 
MAGIC 

7% CLOSURE 


This revolutionary new patented idea in shoes 
is just one of 230 different styles which Mason 
offers. We sell literally millions of pairs 
through people just like yourself who make 
extra cash in their spare hours by picking up 
orders for these shoes. You make up to $4 
clear profit on just a single order. So it’s no 
wonder that our men make up to $600 a 
month on just 6 easy orders a day—and you 
don’t need any previous experience! We give 
you a complete selling outfit including a sim- 
plified, fool-proof measuring device, order 
blanks, demonstrator, plus complete instruc- 


| tions on how to use your equipment to close 


the most possible sales for the most possible 


| profits. Mason carries a huge stock—230 dif- 


ferent men’s and women’s dress, sport, work 
shoe styles—over 250,000 pairs of shoes in 
sizes 24 to 15, widths AAAA to EEEE— 
so you Offer a style, size and width for almost 
everyone, yet you have no inventory to 
worry about. 


RUSH THE COUPON 


| Now, with demand for Mason Comfort shoes 


at an all-time high, is the time to get started, 


| So clip and mail the coupon today. 


Mr. Ned Mason 

Dept. F-728, Mason Shoe Mfg. Co. 
Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin 

You bet | want to moke as much as $600 a month! 
Rush me everything | need FREE and POSTPAID to 
start making this kind of cash right away. 
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2AWHITE MARRIAGE FAILED ! 





Holding hands on the stairway just outside marriage license 
office, Sammy and Loray exchange looks of loving assurance. 


By MARC CRAWFORD 


gene ang to a marriage have a better chance of suc- 

ceeding if they have much in common, the wedding 
counselors all say, which makes it all the more difficult 
to understand what went wrong with the Sammy Davis 


Jr.-Loray White union. Everything about it seemed so 
right by the fantastic standards of their show business 
world. 

And if Sammy notified the press and his friends that 
he was getting married before he got around to asking 
the girl who was to be his wife. Loray was not intolerant 
of it—even though she thought it was a joke when she 
finally heard she was getting a husband. After all, she 
had just shed hubby No. 2 that morning. 

Sammy was properly nervous as the pair applied for 





a marriage license; his press agent helped him sign his 
name. Loray chided him for his ineptness and proceeded 
> And as best man 


Harry Belafonte waited with Sammy while Loray turned 


to misspell her own name as “Leroy.” 


up 40 minutes late for the ceremony, which lasted only 


two minutes. Sammy threw a $3,000 mink stole around 


L] 














a ae 












Sammy and Loray never knew 
the togetherness of marriage, 
































d 
divorced a year after their wed. 
a 
ding : 
her shoulders, put a couple of rings worth about $5,000 “ 
on her fingers, and moved her into the Sands Hotel’s - 
$75-a-day Presidential Suite. ‘ 
And if all of this seemed a little irregular to most 
people, none of that rare breed known as show folk I 
raised an eyebrow, for the unusual had been and con- 
tinues to be the history of those tragic-comics: Sammy 
Davis Jr. and Loray White. , 
Sammy Davis Jr., was born in a shipping trunk 34 


years ago, and, at a time when most four-year-olds are 
in nursery school, this pint-sized, hair-triggered bundle 
of talent was on stage as a part of the Will Mastin Trio. 
In fact his father was once fined for trying to pass off 
five-year-old Sammy Jr., as a midget. 

Sammy was a child only as defined by Webster's 
dictionary. All of his life he has lived out of a suit- | 
case. There was no mother to tuck him in to the same 
bed every night, nor was there a pal or a best girl next 
door. Sammy is articulate, but for all his talent, he 
never took part in the school play, nor were there for 
him report cards, honor rolls, graduations and proms. 
And there is an awful lot of living that goes on back 
stage that makes a kid old beyond his years. 

The Sammy Davis that Loray married was the same 
one who couldn't pay his hotel bills in Detroit in the 














mid-40s and now makes better than a million dollars 
a year or $25,000 a week; the same guy who used to 
beg Negro reporters for just a mention in their pa- 
pers, only to be told: “Who ever ; heard of you?” A 
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In Pat marital clutch, Sammy seems joyous at postnuptial reception 
tended by some of the top names in show business. Despite this 


ppy start, however, the nee soon floundered on ane rocks. 
bit x . eS ae. 







isty honeymoon brunch the day after their wedding, Loray gives her new bridegroom an adoring glance. Ensconced in the 
dential Suite of Las Vegas’ Sands Hotel, Sammy kept working as the star of the show in the hotel’s main supper club, while Loray, 
couple of days off, went back to work at the Silver Slipper nearby. Thus was the pattern set, each going separate ways. 
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peach of a paradox, Sammy embraced the Jewish re- 


ligion, then turned around and raised thousands of 
dollars in benefit performances for Catholics. 
When they pulled his broken body from the wreck- 


age of a California auto crash a few years ago, it was 






openly speculated that his career had ended. He lost 
an eye in the ordeal, but gained the respect of the 
whole entertainment world when he came roaring back 
to higher and more dizzying heights. 

But if Sammy was tough, as women go, Texas-born 
Loray White appeared equally so. A broken home 
product who managed to get through high school in 
Los Angeles before marrying at 17 and mothering a 
daughter. Loray decided that the kitchen was not for 
her, determined that she would “be somebody too.” 

She became a maid to singer Francis Faye, but only 
as a means to an end. With meager earnings, she fi- 
nanced her music studies and developed a better than 
average voice. She divorced her first husband, married 
a white record company executive, who, she thought 
He didn’t, but hard work on 


her part did. And so, ambitious and sensitive, deter- 


“would help my career.” 


mined and able, Loray, at 23, had reached that $1,500 
a week bracket and married (Continued on Page 64) 
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Seeking solace on the golf course, Loray tees off in her 
new role as a divorcee. Says she: “My big mistake was 
! went for a guy and loved him more than he loved me.” 


Alone again as he has been most of his 34 years, Sammy 
talks business on phone. Says he: “I paid just $2 for a 
license, and when the divorce is over, I'll be out $125,000.” 


(<M 


ad 
‘ 
—_— — 


ys ry 


=a) 


=, 


ws q 
<a 


—- 


—— 


Ty 













<== 


i 


PP ae 


HH | 


A ree 


—ewenees 




















I was good and fed up | 
with a wife who had 


gotten careless about 


her looks and spent all 
her time taking care of 
a baby. Yeah, I was 
ready to explode. 








[ WAS THE WEEK the Asian flu had 
just about conquered our State High- 
way Police Department, and those of us 
who were still on our feet were working 
a terrific schedule. I was supposed to 
be on the day shift that week, but this 
particular day I was asked to sign off 
at 5:30 for dinner, and then go back 
to work from seven to twelve. The man 
who was usually my partner on the day 
shift would catch some sleep and take 
over at midnight. We usually went out 
two to a car, but that was a luxury we 
couldn’t afford now with the flu taking 
over like the plague. The highways had 
to be manned regardless of how many 
oficers were sick—crime and accidents 
went on just the same, regardless of 
the flu. 

Nancy, my wife, knew all about my 
crazy schedule, and I’d impressed on her 
this morning that dinner must be ready 
at six sharp. I had to be firm with Nancy 
about things like that. Schedules were 
something she didn’t take to anyway, 
and since our baby had arrived six 
months ago our whole house had been 
topsy-turvy. My wife was adorable, but 
she wasn’t the world’s best manager. 

Well, | walked into the house at six 
o'clock and there was Nancy playing 
with the baby on the floor—and. inci- 
dentally, looking a mess. She was a 


pretty thing, and she’d always been neat 
as a pin before the baby came, but lately 
she just hadn’t bothered. I felt that a 
pretty thing should always look pretty, 
but I guess I wouldn’t have been so ir- 
ritable about it if | hadn’t known, before 
I even asked, that dinner wasn’t ready. 

She stared up at me, stricken. “Oh. 
Dan, it can’t be six o'clock,” she wailed. 
She put the baby in the playpen and 
headed for the kitchen. I followed her 
grimly. Just as I suspected. nothing had 
been done. 

I snapped, “Open some cans. There 
isn’t time to cook. I have to be on the 
highway at seven. and you know it as 
well as I do.” 

“I’m so sorry. Dan.” she said softly, 
“| just got mixed up today. The baby 
was so happy in the park and we stayed 
too long. and then I found I was short 
of diapers and had to wash some. and 
then—oh, he wanted to play and I got 
to playing with him, and you know—” 

“Yes. I know,” I snorted. “One baby 
and a good baby at that, and you let 
him disrupt our whole life. Why. my 
mother reared ten and I can’t ever re- 
member dinner not being on the table 
on time.” 

I'd said things like that before, and 
I guess there’s nothing that can make a 
wife so mad. Nancy snapped at me, “If 


your mother’s so darn efficient why 
didn’t you stay home with her instead 
of marrying me?” 

I was mad too. and nervous and ir- 
ritable. I'd been working too many 
hours lately. | guess. I barked, “Maybe 
I should have done just that. It would - 
have made it easier to hold a job.” 

Well, one thing led to another, and 
we quarrelled all through that sketchy 
meal. I did most of the quarrelling, | 
guess. Nancy just defended herself. But 
I know I’d have taken her in my arms 
before I left for work if she’d just looked 
pretty, the way she used to look. She 
didn’t. I kept noticing how straggly 
she’d let her hair get. it looked as 
though it hadn’t been washed in weeks 
either. And her nails were broken and 
the polish all cracked, and she didn’t 
have on a bit of lipstick. I felt as though 
I were the most abused man in the 
world. I remember my last crack: “It 
would be nice to come home once in a 
while to a wife who didn’t look like a 
hag.” 

I wasn’t even ashamed of myself 
when I headed back to the highway sta- 
tion. Nancy had it coming to her, I told 
myself righteously. 

I was five minutes early after all. Bill 
Rogers was there, getting into his car. 
He grinned at me, “You look beat. Dan. 
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I knew just the cure for the marital 


blues: a real, live broad. And then the 


terrible accident changed everything 


I guess married men can’t take this kind 
of grind. Now me, I just tell myself it’s 
only five hours more, and then I'll drop 
into that nice little night club, The Gold- 
en Pheasant, and there’ll be some pretty 
girls there and I'll feel like a million. 
Sure you won’t join me, pal?” 

He was always asking me things like 
that. A perennial bachelor, he couldn’t 
see why a guy wanted to get married, 
and if a guy did get married he still 
couldn’t see why he couldn’t have some 
extra-curricular fun afterwards. As for 
me, I’d never wanted any fun that didn’t 
include Nancy. 

But tonight it was different. Tonight 
I felt rebellious, chained to a woman 
who wouldn’t make the slightest effort 
for me. I said thoughtfully, “Maybe I'll 
just join you, at that. Haven’t been to 
the Pheasant since before | was mar- 
ried.” 

“That cute little Sue still works there,” 
he remarked. “And she still asks about 
you. Try to make it, pal.” 

He drove off, and I got my assignment 
and went my way. I kept thinking about 
that “cute little Sue.” Quite a girl she 
used to be two years ago, and I sup- 
posed she hadn’t changed too much. It 
was her job to drink with the customers 
and boost sales, and a girl whose busi- 
ness it was to attract males didn’t let her- 
self go down. Yes, a few drinks with 
Sue after work was just what I needed. 
And if the few drinks led to something 
else—well, so what? Nancy would be 
asleep no matter what time I got home, 
she’d never know. And, I told myself 
grimly once more, anyway she had it 
coming to her. 

Well, it was the usual night on the 
highway. I tracked down a couple of 
speeders, helped a lady who had a flat 
tire and didn’t know what to do about 
it, took over in a minor collision. And 
then just before midnight I got the call 
to go to an accident at Duck River 
Bridge. 

I stepped on the gas. There’d been a 
few accidents at that bridge, but always 
because somebody was speeding or care- 
less or both. There was just a slight 








curve before the approach and now ang 
then somebody would lose control ang 
crash into the wall of the bridge. Hoy 
bad the damage was depended on hoy 
fast the car had been going. 

Well, it didn’t take a minute to dj 
cover that this one was pretty bad. 
few cars had already stopped and people 
were standing around white-faced and 
helpless, the way they always do when 
somebody’s been killed. There was a car 
all crumpled up at the entrance of the 
bridge, and somebody had dragged the 
woman out and she lay there, her eyes 
wide and staring. 

It always gets me, I just never cay 
get used to it. It’s the worst when i 
a kid, I simply can’t take that. But the 
next worst is a beautiful young wo 
and this one had certainly been that. 

A man said quietly, “I’m a doctor. 
thought I’d better take a look at her, but 
there was nothing to do. She was killed 
instantly.” q 

I did all the routine things. I phoned 
for them to come get the body, and to 
send a wrecker for the car which was 
half blocking the bridge. I got the names 
of the witnesses, and went through the 
wreckage of the car and found the wom 
an’s driver’s license—Mrs. Clara Evans. 
The address was a good apartment 
house. 

I phoned in the information. There 
was one man on the staff whose job 
was to take the bad news to survivo 
I'd always been glad that wasn’t my job 
But tonight I got a shock, “You'll k 
to go there yourself, Dan, after the mess 
is cleared up on the highway. Mac’s got 
the flu, phoned in an hour ago, and 
there’s nobody else to send. You go 
home from there after you break the 
news.” 

It was all I needed, but I knew there 
was no way out. I stayed until the body. 
had been taken away, and the wreckage 
carted off. Then I headed for the apart 
ment where Mrs. Clara Evans had lived 
until a brief hour ago. 

A young man opened the door for m 
He was a handsome man, but he’d bee 
drinking and (Continued on Page 82} 
























































TWILIGHT SERENADE. The rayon and taffeta 
dress that's oh, so cool with its lovely scoop de- 
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First there was Betty: a nice, harmless young gil 


who just happened to look good in shorts. 


Now what was wrong with that? 








“*P)ON’T TELL me you've never laid bricks before!” Betty said admiringly. 
Hands on hips, she surveyed the half-finished barbecue pit we were build- 

ing in the back yard. The sun shone brightly on her hair, and made her black eyes 
sparkle. She sure was a pretty little thing, even in the jeans and flappy shirt she 
wore. “But,” she went on, “I guess you can do just about anything you put your 
mind to. Don!” 

“Oh, sure,” I laughed. “Absolutely anything!” 

It was fun, working out in the yard with Betty on this nice, warm Sunday after- 
noon. The kids, Donnie and Jinnie—seven and five—were importantly scraping 
bricks for our “project.” Everything would have been swell, if it hadn’t been for | 
the attitude of Virginia, my wife. I just couldn’t figure her out. Until the last few 
months she had always been even-tempered, but now. for some reason, she was 
snappy with the children, sarcastic with me, and would flare up suddenly over any 
silly little thing. For instance, she was sore as heck about the barbecue pit, just 
because there were a few odd jobs around the house she wanted me to do. She 
could have come out and joined the fun, but she wouldn’t have any part of it. 

“Here you are, handsome.” Betty handed me another brick to be fitted into 
place. 

| got a kick out of Betty. Although | was going on thirty, she had a way of 
making me feel like a kid again, with her seventeen-year-old enthusiasm for every- 
thing. “Don,” she said now, “if Ted ever gets back, and we ever have a home of 
our own, will you show him how to do all sorts of things?” 

“Oh, | might, if he asks me real pretty.” I teased. 

| remembered when Ted first brought Betty to the house. The crazy kid was in 
the Navy, and three weeks before he was due to ship out for Japan he went to work 
and got married. Ted’s mother was dead and his father, Virginia’s older brother. 


a ae eee 


traveled, so Ted had spent a good deal of time at our house until he signed up. 
Virginia was upset that he had made such a hasty marriage. 








Then there was Virginia: the woman who 


happened to be my wife. She saw plenty wrong 


with Betty always hanging around 














For just the briefest moment Betty was 


all soft in my arms, and in that 


moment I realized she was no kid 


“They just don’t know each other well 
enough,” she said after they left that first 
evening. “Heaven knows how they'll feel 
about each other when he comes back 
in ten months.” 

“Oh, itll work out all right,” I said 
easily. “Anyone can see Betty’s a swell 
girl, and she and Ted are nuts about 
each other.” 

Betty’s widowed mother was dead-set 
against the marriage, though not to the 
point of having it annulled. After Ted 
left, she evidently made Betty’s life mis- 
erable, refusing to let her talk about her 
husband, and acting as if the whole 
thing had never happened. It was no 
wonder Betty began coming over to our 
house as often as possible, where she 
could be with people who knew and liked 
led. Donnie and Jinnie adored her, and 
is | said, I got a kick out of having her 
around. She was cheerful and lively, 
and | guess she built up my ego with the 
sort of hero-worship she seemed to feel 
for me. 

The sun was low in the west when 
Virginia called us in for dinner. We 
trooped into the kitchen. Betty sniffed 
at the spareribs Virginia was basting. 
‘Oh, the dinner smells wonderful, Aunt 
Virginia!” she exclaimed. “Mind if I 
stay?” It was funny—she called me 
Don, but she always called Virginia 

Aunt Virginia.” 

“Of course not,” Virginia said short- 
ly, starting to mash potatoes. “Donnie 
ind Jinnie, clean up quickly now, and 
do a good job. Jinnie, comb your hair 
nicely after you’ve washed; and Donnie, 
you'll have to change your shirt—it’s 
filthy.” 

‘Don’t wanna change my shirt,” Don- 
nie argued. “It is not filthy, and I don’t 
see why I always hafta—” 

Virginia pushed back a lock of brown 
hair, and I could see beads of perspira- 
tion on her forehead. The kitchen was 
hot and steamy. She spoke sharply. “Do 


20 


as I say this minute, or I’m going to 
paddle you!” 

Donnie stuck out his underlip. “It’s 
not filthy,” he began. Jinnie chimed in, 
“I’m hungry. I wanna eat right now!” 

Betty came to the rescue, grabbing a 
hand of each. “Come along, you guys. 
The faster we get cleaned up the faster 
we can eat. First one ready gets a 
dime!” 

They trotted out of the kitchen with 
her. 

I chuckled. “She sure is good with 
children.” 

“She has time to be,” Virginia 
snapped. “Besides, that isn’t discipline 
—that’s bribery.” 

I shrugged. “What does it matter 
what it is, if it works?” 

“It does matter!” Virginia said an- 
grily. “You and Betty, between you, are 
spoiling the children to pieces. And I’m 
the one who has to pick up the pieces. 
I’m the one who’s with them twenty-four 
hours a day, after all. And I certainly 
don’t think it’s fair for you and Betty 
to make my job any harder than it is! 
Do you think / have time to wheedle 
them and say, ‘Come along, honey, and 
do what mama wants and she’ll give you 
a dime?’ That’s no way to bring up 
children anyhow!” 

She was really getting herself steamed 
up. In a minute now she’d be going on 
about what had happened a few weeks 
ago, and I simply didn’t want to hear 
any more about it. We'd had five tickets 
for the Shrine Circus, but Virginia had 
a violent headache and couldn’t go. So 
Betty and I had taken the kids, and we’d 
let them drink too much pop and eat too 
much candy, and they’d both been sick 
all night. Betty’s old jalopy was broken 
down, so after depositing the kids, about 
seven o'clock, I’d run her on home. It 
was a nice evening, and we sat in the 
car out in front of her house for some 
time, talking about Ted and so forth. 





When I got back home again, there 
were the kids sick as dogs, Virginia feel. 
ing terrible, and mad as a hornet at 
Betty and me—especially me. I tried to 
point out that I hadn’t known the kids 
were going to be sick, or I wouldn’t have 
left her alone with them when she felt 
so rotten, but she just wouldn’t listen to 
reason... 

Luckily, before she could bring it all 
up again, the coffee boiled over, and 
while she was coping with that I said 
quickly, “Want me to start serving the 
spareribs?” 

“All right,” she said distractedly. | 
washed hastily at the kitchen sink, re. 
membering too late that it annoyed her. 

During dinner, Jinnie crabbed be. 
cause Donnie had won the dime. Donnie 
crabbed about the spareribs. “There 
isn’t any meat on these bones,” he 
fussed. “Why do we hafta have these old 
bones?” 

I could see Virginia was about ready 
to send them from the table, and then 
there really would be a_ hullabaloo. 
“Next Sunday we'll have hamburgers 
cooked in the barbecue pit,” I said 
loudly. 

“And marshmallows on a stick,” Betty 
chimed in. “So now, let’s be good sports 
about this dinner, and afterwards I'll 
tell you a story. What do you say?” 

“Will you tell us a story about Ted’s 
ship?” Donnie asked. 

“I sure will,” Betty said. She smiled 
over at me, and I smiled back. Ted was 
a lucky guy, I reflected, to have a girl 
like Betty waiting for him! 

We were at the cake and coffee stage 
when the doorbell rang. I answered and 
it was Grace Tapping from next door. 
“Oh, you’re at dinner!” she gushed. 
“I’m so sorry, I wouldn’t have disturbed 
ng 

As if she hadn’t known we were at 
dinner! The way our two houses were 
situated she could look right into our 
living room and dining room, unless the 
shades were drawn. 

“Come on in, Grace,” Virginia called, 
“and have some dessert with us.” 

Protesting coyly, she came on in, and 
| pulled up a chair for her. “Well, what 
have you been doing all day, Virginia?” 
she asked. 
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“Qh, there’s always plenty to do,” 
Virginia said. “The way the kids go 
through their clothes, honestly! I’m al- 
ways darning and mending. And right 
pane I’m trying to get some dresses made 
for Jinnie for when school starts.” 

Grace sighed. “A woman’s work is 
never done.” she said drearily. I won- 
dered what kind of woman’s work she 
did. She had divorced her husband be- 
cause he was supposedly involved with 
another woman. I didn’t know all the 
whys and wherefores of it, and didn’t 
want to. It had happened before we'd 
moved here. All I knew was that I 
couldn’t stand Grace Topping, and | 
couldn’t see why Virginia liked her. She 
always looked at me as if I were a 
strange bug who ought to be under a 
microscope. I guess, since her unhappy 
experience, she hated all men, period. 

“Too bad you couldn’t have been out- 
doors with the rest of them,” she went 
on. She looked at me and then at Betty. 
with her sharp little eyes. 

“Oh, Aunt Virginia, why didn’t you 
bring your sewing outdoors?” Betty 
asked innocently. 

“It’s rather difficult to lug a sewing 
machine around,” Virginia said tartly. 

Grace was peering up at the ceiling. 
“I see you haven’t got it painted yet. 
after you had that leak last winter,” she 
said. 

She certainly stuck her nose into 
everything, I thought angrily. 

“Don’s been pretty busy.” Virginia 
said. 

“So I’ve noticed,” Grace smirked. | 
didn’t know what the heck she meant. 
and cared less. I just wished she’d swal- 
low her coffee and scram. 

She left at last. Betty helped Virginia 
with the dishes, then she and I played 
a rough-house game with the children. | 
guess they got too excited, and when an 
ashtray overturned all over the rug, Vir- 
ginia blew her top. “Be careful!” she 
cried shrilly. “I spent the morning clean- 
ing this room, and I’d like it to last at 
least one day!” 

“Ill straighten it up, Aunt Virginia,” 
Betty said quickly. 

When Betty said she had to go, the 
children set up their usual howl. Jinnie 
clung to her, and Donnie jumped up and 
down shouting that she had promised to 
tell them a story. Virginia put her hands 
to her ears, her lips tightly compressed. 

“Til get them off to bed before | 
leave,” Betty offered. “Come on, kids, if 


you want to hear the story.” 

I sat down and opened a magazine. 
“Peace—it’s wonderful,” I said. 

“You shouldn’t play 
games with them and get them so wound 


those noisy 
up,” Virginia reproved. 

“Oh, they'd still raise cain when Betty 
left—they always do. She’s sure got her- 
self in solid with them.” 

“And with you,” she said. 

I looked up, surprised. “Why, you 
like Betty too, don’t you?” 

“Yes.” 


her sewing basket. 


She sat down and reached for 
“But Don, 


were never alone any more.” 


we— 
She 
squinted at the needle she was thread- 
ing. “Our whole life seems to be ar- 
ranged around Betty, somehow.” 

I scratched the back of my head, 
wondering what on earth was eating her. 
“How can we be alone when we have 
two children, for Pete’s sake? As for 
Betty—don’t you think it’s important to 
help her through this tough time of 
missing Ted so much?” 

“Other things are important too.” 
Virginia said. “I think you’ve forgotten 
that.” 

“Forgotten what?” I asked, puzzled. 

“Oh, never mind,” she said. “If you 
can’t see...” 

I gave it up and went back to my mag- 
azine. But when I looked up some min- 
utes later her eyes were on me. “Don.” 
she said slowly, “we haven’t been out 
together for ages. Let’s go to the movies. 
There’s a good double bill at the Or- 
pheum.” 

“Well—all right,” I told her. I wasn’t 
crazy about the idea, but if she was so 
“Pretty late to find a 
baby-sitter though, eight o’clock on a 
Sunday night.” 

“T can try,” she said. She jumped up 
and hurried to the phone. After three 
calls she turned away hopelessly. 

“Oh, well,” I said, stretching my legs 
always 


anxious. ... 


more comfortably, “we can 
watch TV.” 

“What is it?” Betty said from the 
doorway. “Did you want to go out or 
something?” I explained the situation, 
and she said, “Well, for goodness sakes! 
Ill stay with the kids.” 

Virginia hesitated. “It would be 
rather late.” We finally settled that she 
would stay all night and sleep with Jin- 
nie, and she went to phone her mother 
while Virginia got ready. When Vir- 
ginia came back to the living room she 
was all dressed up. I was surprised— 





just to go to the movies! She even had 
on her dangly gold earrings, and her 
green shoes with the real high heels. 


—_ DOUBLE-BILL she'd raved 
about wasn’t so hot after all. I had 
trouble keeping awake through the last 
picture, and was sleepy as heck when 
it was finally time to stumble out of 
the theater. Virginia took my arm and 
said brightly, “Now, where shall we go 
for a snack?” 

“Let’s skip it,” I told her. “I’m dead 
for sleep.” 

We drove home in silence. The fresh 
air coming in the car window felt good, 
and I began to realize I was hungry. But 
we could always rummage around in the 
kitchen. 

Betty was still up. She had on an old 
white robe of Virginia’s, and she was 
curled up on the davenport with a book. 
She sure made a picture there under the 
lamplight, in the white robe, with her 
red hair and her eyes so blue—just like 
sapphires. 

“Why, you ought to be in bed!” Vir- 
ginia said. 

Betty looked at her watch. “Gosh. 
twelve-thirty! But I’m not a bit sleepy 
—lI often stay up like this.” 

“Well, I’m going to pile in,” Vir- 
ginia said. “Good night.” She looked 
tired and sort of all in, I noticed. She 
was only ten years older than Betty, but 
the way she looked now you would have 
thought there were a lot more than that. 

“Still hungry, Virginia?” I asked. 

“No.” she said. “No, I’m not hungry.” 

“Well, I guess I'll have a sandwich 
after all,” I said. “I'll be along in a 
minute.” 

She went on to bed. Betty followed 
me out to the kitchen and buttered bread 
while I sliced cheese. We took our sand- 
wiches and a bottle of beer for me back 
into the living room. “When we came 
out of the movies I didn’t think I could 
stay awake long enough to drive home,” 
I laughed. “I must have got my second 
wind, and now I’m starving.” 

“You're just like Ted,” she said ear- 
nestly. It was a kick the way she could 
bring Ted into any conversation. “You 
should see what he puts away at bed- 
time! Honestly, you’d think he’d have 
nightmares.” 

“I remember Ted sure could eat,” | 
said. “Virginia always wondered how 
he could stay so thin.” 

We talked (Continued on Page 56 ) 
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in Stalned 


WAS ONLY about ten o’clock when I let myself into the front room of our 
ypartment. Yet there was Papa sitting watchfully in the sofa chair, glaring at me. 
What’s your excuse now, Miss?” he demanded tightly. Then he added angrily, 

don’t even bother me with your lies. I’m sick and tired of listening to female 

Stay out as late as you want—turn into a tramp.” 

clamped his thin lips into a tight line but his words hung between us filling 
oom with their unfinished meaning. 





ike my mother,” I heard myself sneering for that is just what he was think- 
even though he hadn’t come right out with the words. Once, last month even, 
1ccusing anger would have made me gasp with shame and with hurt but now | 
‘yond his hurting words. 
| couldn’t really imagine what he would say or do if he even guessed why 
t | was able to face him down boldly like this. I looked down into his bitter 
with the lines etched deep around the eyes and I shrugged off the moment’s 
and guilt. He deserves being lonely and miserable like this, | thought. He 
poor Mama away from him—but Mama with her spirit and her beauty had 
some happiness in spite of him. And now that I knew Mama’s beloved 
so had I. So had I. 
urned away from Papa and his anger and sternness, sternness which had kept 
rom being close to him for most of my seventeen years, and which had turned 
ovely mother away from him too. “I’m going to bed.” I snapped out and ran 
room before he could say anything else. 
Mama, Mama, my heart cried out for the hundredth time since that day over 
mnths ago when Papa had come home, even grimmer than usual, and | knew 
mother was dead. I’d watched her death-still form when the ambulance 
and the attendants carried her out, but I’d told myself it isn’t true, it can’t 


Yet, hours later there had been Papa practically snapping it out at me that my 

t fears had come true. “Yes, she’s dead,” he’d said. And he hadn’t mentioned 
ame since. He hadn’t even shed a tear at the funeral, just stood there at the 
like a big rock. Not that I’d cried—then—I'd been too numb from the pain 

the shock, the shock of knowing even without his telling me that she had 
itted suicide. 


your fault, I'd accused Papa silently there at her graveside. If you'd given 
» fun and the love she needed, instead of always snapping and being suspi- 
ind strict, like you were her father as well as mine, then she'd still be here. 
would never have fallen in love with another man—or ended her life because 
dn’t love her and still you wouldn’t let her go. 
even then I'd known about my mother and Roger. | should have been 
| | guess, when I first found out, but when you don’t have a normal home 
nost kids, you don’t react to a situation like the average. I know that my par- 
had been arguing and fighting since | could remember anything. Still | never 
| for them to stay together like most girls would. Especially after Mama met 
and kept begging Papa for a divorce. Yes, even then | used to pray that 
would let her have the divorce—and that | could go with her. 
ybe it took away my own guilt that I didn’t love my father, knowing that my 
had turned from him too. All I really know is that ever since | could re- 
er Papa had scolded me, punished me when Mama had forgiven me for some 
;doing—just as he always seemed to be nagging away at her, refusing her 
ever she wanted to go some place, or to buy something new. 
meone around here has to teach the child what's right and wrong.” | remem- 
im saying stiffly when | was six or seven and Mama had called him an old 
for spanking me after he’d caught me taking some pennies from the change 
vays left on the bureau top. “Every kid takes pen- (Continued on Page 67) 











Why shouldnt I do what Roger 
wanted? Hadn't my own mother 
felt the same way about him? 








| Left Behind 


She was five years and a whole lot of 
les behind me, that girl I had loved 
in Germany. But one letter, with a picture 
t, had washed away all the time and 


distance—threatening my new life 





eee I PULLED the car to the curb. You find out what a fool I’d made of myself. 
ws 


could never tell when one of those kids would I actually should have been happy. In a mo 













dart into the street. It was the first warm day we I was going to marry Delores Holmes, the p1 
had had in months and they were out in full _ tiest girl in town. We had been planning to 
force. running up and down the street with all married for almost a year and I could har 
the energy and joy that only children possess. wait. Now that the time was near, | had the fe 
Some of my neighbors were out in their yards ing that something would happen to prevent t 
laughing and talking. How could everyone wedding. just as my first marriage plans | 
around me be so happy, while I was so miser- gone down the drain. 
able? All day I'd been trying to convince myself t! 
“You are just plain silly, Paul Brown,” I said I had nothing to worry about. So what if B 
to myself as I locked the car. I really didn't have Freeman had just returned from a two-mo! 
anything to worry about. After all, I left Berlin stay in Berlin and Munich? He had gone t 
five years ago. What happened there was all a some work for the government, not to look i 


part of my past. No one in the States would ever my past. But still, it seemed strange that B 





ot ss cea 


Steel eae 





led so urgent when he called earlier and 
“Paul, I want to talk to you this evening 
I work.” 


Okay Bob.” I said, “meet me at Miller’s 


\o Paul, I want to talk to you in privacy,” 
said, “Ill stop by your apartment.” 

‘ried to get Bob to tell me what he wanted, 
e wouldn’t. It still didn’t seem possible that 
und out about what happened in Berlin. 
e had been thousands of Gls in Berlin dur- 

the last few years, surely no one could have 
| me to tell him about. 

took my mail from the mailbox and went 


igh it. A clothing bill. My light bill. Waves 


of panic shot through me when I saw the third 
letter. It had been almost five years since I'd 
seen or heard from Gerda Schmidt, but here was 
a letter from her. Why was she writing me after 
all she had done to me and what did she want? 
The easiest way to find out would have been to 
just open the letter and read it, but I couldn't. | 
wanted to tear it up and forget I’d ever received 
it. but I couldn’t do that either. 

Slowly I walked to my second floor apartment. 
I mixed a strong drink and opened the letter 
carefully, as if I thought something would jump 
out at me. Something did, a picture of a boy 
about four. I had never seen him before, and I 
didn’t even know I had (Continued on Page 52) 
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OHNNY’S VOICE had so 


strange on the phone, and my 


trembled as | combed my hair a 


battered dresser. It wasn’t his 7 


night off. so if he had to talk to; 


he'd said, it must be about mar 
After what happened Wednesday 
I was sure he wanted to marry n 


Remembering made my _ heart | 


its slow roll. | stared into the n 
wondering if I looked any differen 





cd 


All my life I had pitied Dave, and 
for just as long I had been in love 
with his brother, Johnny. Pity and 
Love, the two forces that had brought 


me to this lonely cabin, and left me at 
a madman’s mercy! 
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ver been really beautiful, but with 
ear skin, passable features and satin- 
ick hair, 1 got by all right. There 
emed to be a brighter glow now in 
, eyes, but it might be a reflection 
im the soft blue sweater I’d bought 
celebrate getting a job today. The 
seater outlined curves that still looked 
rlish—though Wednesday night I had 


ecome a woman. 


My glance strayed to the cretonne- 








covered bed mirrored across the dingy 
little housekeeping room. It wasn’t the 
kind of beginning I'd wanted for our 
love, but [ refused to be sorry, or even 
If Johnny married me it 
would make everything all right. 

I'd loved Johnny Powers ever since 
Pd gone to live. with the Warners across 
the street from-him in a little town up 
Before then Td lived i in 


Qn orphanage and other 


ashamed. 





in the valle. 





but I'd never felt I belonged anywhere 
until the Warners took me in. I was 


fourteen theri and had plenty of work 


to do helping Mrs. Warner with the 
babies she’d had too fast for her health. 
I didn’t mind working hard when it was 
appreciated. 

I spent most of my free time across 
the street where there were always kids 
around to dance or talk or play games. 
ae and Dave lived with be.) father 



















and an elderly housekeeper in a big, 
old-fashioned house. A couple of years 
older than I, they were twins, but you’d 
never know it to look at them. They 
had the same tall, rangy build, but there 
all similarity ended. Johnny had dark 
wavy hair with tawny highlights, a sun- 
browned, ruggedly handsome face and 
a smile that won hearts wherever he 
went. Poor Dave had a bristly crewcut 
because his burnt-orange hair was too 
stubborn to comb down. His light skin 
was covered with freckles like spatters 
of rust, and his features weren’t put to- 
gether in a way to give him much ap- 
peal. Close set eyes, crooked teeth and 
pug nose; it didn’t seem fair. And to 
top it off, he was awkward and ungainly, 
and he lacked the sunny disposition 
that made Johnny so popular. I felt 
sorry for him. Fortune had slighted 
him shamefully, and no one was more 
aware of it than Dave himself. 

Maybe one reason I sympathized so 
strongly was because I’d always been 
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sort of an g too, gfowing’u 
with the feéling tat nobody c abou 
me. From my first acquaintance wi 

the boys I couldn’t help loving Johnng, 


yet | almost resented it because \eveyy- 
one loved Johnny, and no on c 
use for poor Dave. So I wept} o 
my way to be nice to Dave. } lated hi 
all through high school th¢fgh} in shy 
heart | would have prefe¥red “dating 
Johnny. di me first, 
and Johnny would never cut in on any- 
thing Dave wanted. He wasn’t spoiled 
or egotistical about being more attrac- 
tive, and he truly loved his brother. 

Their father was disgustingly partial 
to Johnny, bragging about his school 
grades, his skill in sports, and every- 
thing. Once he went around boasting 
about a seventy-yard winning touch- 
down he thought Johnny had made. 
When he found it was Dave, he quit 
telling the story. 

The time he hurt Dave worst though 
was one Sunday after church just before 
the boys’ graduation. He owned a small 
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haberdashery and dreamed of Johnny 
taking over some day, but Johnny had 
just made it clear he wanted no part 
of the store. 

“I’ve spent my life building up a good 
business to hand over to my sons,” Mr. 
Powers complained as a group of us 
stood talking in front of the church, 
“and who turns me down flat? Johnny! 
He’s a natural for the work, too. He 
can make any suit look like a million 
dollars just by wearing it. He gives the 
store class just being in it. But he wants 
to go off and make airplanes, leaving 
me with .. .” 

He didn’t finish the sentence, but 
there stood poor Dave in all his gangly 
homeliness, making one of the store’s 
best suits look ready for a scarecrow 
just by wearing it. No wonder his 


glance at Johnny held no brotherly love. 
When he caught my arm and said, 
“Come on, Kathy,” I went with him, 
though I’d asked Johnny if I could ride 


home in his new jalopy. 


had led to. With Johnny’s hand on 
mine. his eyes smiling down at me. | 
knew he was the one I loved, but he'd 
never think of me that way because 
Dave needed me. 

“There’s plenty of time,” he said. 
“We're both joining the Navy as soon 
as we graduate.” 

All their four years in service Dave 
wrote daily love letters, while Johnny 
wrote a few brief, friendly notes. My 
casual replies didn’t discourage Dave. 
and I couldn’t write Johnny love letters 
when he showed no sign of being in 
love with me. I got nowhere with him 
when the boys came home occasionally 
on leave. He took it for granted that 
some day I’d marry Dave, yet every 
time | saw him, and even when he was 
away, my love for Johnny grew. 

My worst trouble was that I didn’t 
have the heart to discourage Dave the 
way I should have if I never meant to 
marry him. In a way, I knew that the 
longer I let him hope, the more cruel 


I had wanted Johnny too long, 
loved him too desperately to try 
to stem the tide of passion 


that swept over us 






after our swim, 
Dad shouldn’t 
oor Dave has 
e more than | 


isn’t as attractive in other ways as you 
are either, and I guess he just can’t help 
being jealous—it makes him seem as if 
he had a chip on his shoulder.” 

“It’s wonderful that you love and un- 
derstand him, Kathy. You'll make him 
happy, I know. You’re all he lives for.” 

“Oh no! I mean—I wouldn’t want to 
marry him! I don’t love him that way!” 

“That’s what you think now.” He 
smiled and laid his hand over mine. 
“You're just a kid yet, but by the time 
you grow up— He loves you, and you'll 
be the best thing that ever happened to 
him.” 

Too late, | saw what my sympathy 


it would be when I finally turned him 
down. Yet, I couldn’t say the words 
that would end things — at least, | 
couldn’t say them in a way he would 
take seriously. So he followed me 
around like a devoted pup, while Johnny 
blithely dated one girl after another. 
treating me as if Dave and I were al- 
ready married. 

I felt trapped when they got out of 
the Navy. Johnny settled in Los Angeles 
and got a job as an aeronautics trainee 
with a big aircraft company. Dave went 
to work in his dad’s store and settled 
down to court me. There was something 
so pathetic about his dogged persistence 
it was still hard to turn him down flatly. 
Especially when he’d say, “Please, 
Kathy—lI need you! Johnny always got 
all the breaks until you came along, and 
if I can’t have you—” 

Finally, | made up my mind to take 
a drastic step. I’d continued to live with 
the Warners and help with the children 
after | finished high school and got 4 
part-time job. Now, Mrs. Warner could 
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get along without me, so when I'd saved 
enough money I wrote to Johnny and 
told him I was coming to Los Angeles 
to look for a job there. I didn’t give 
him time to answer, nor did I tell Dave 
| was going. To avoid a scene, I simply 
left a note. 


WASN’T SURE Johnny would wel- 

come me, but he met me at the bus 
depot and helped me find this little 
housekeeping room. 

“What happened between you and 
Dave?” he asked, watching me unpack 
my suitcases. “Did you quarrel? Is 
that why you left?” 

“I just don’t love him enough, John- 
ny. I felt sorry for him, and you kept 
throwing me at him, but marriage 
wouldn’t be right for us. I thought the 
best way to end it was to get away. You 
don’t have to bother with me if—” 

“It’s no bother!” He gave me his 
quick, infectious grin. “It'll be fun hav- 
ing you around. But I’ve trained my 
conscience so carefully to figure you be- 
long to Dave, it'll take a while to get 
used to dating you.” 

At first he was brotherly about it. 
but I was thankful he dated me at all. 
He took me riding to the beaches and 
up in the hills, and though he worked 
mostly on night shift, we went dancing 
when he had a night off. Once or twice 
he tried to persuade me to go back to 
Dave, and I sensed that he’d had a 
heartbroken letter from him. He didn’t 
seem sorry that I refused to go—but he 
hadn’t really made love to me until 
Wednesday night. 

All that evening while we were with 
his friends there’d been an intoxicating 
awareness between us, and when he 
brought me home we came in without 
turning on the light or saying a word. 
His arms went around me and we clung 
to each other passionately. 

This was the moment I seemed to 
have been living for all my life—this 
hushed, wild moment when Johnny’s 
love was mine, his kisses turning to 
flame on my lips, his voice a breathless 
murmur as he whispered, “I love you, 
Kathy, I love you!” 

If you’ve been running with all your 
might, it’s hard to stop suddenly. I’d 
longed so fiercely for Johnny’s love it 
was as if I’d been racing toward the 
goal of belonging to him, and with the 
finish line in sight I couldn’t stop—not 
until I’d given myself to him completely. 


Johnny was appalled afterward. “I 
didn’t mean to take you like this,” he 
said shakily. “Not until—” 

“It’s all right, darling!” I said, trying 
to keep the uncertainty out of my own 
voice. 

“No it isn’t! But we'll make it right. 
I do love you, Kathy. That’s the one 
thing I’m sure of now. I wouldn’t let 
myself for so long—and I’m not sure 
I can ever get over the feeling I’ve taken 
you away from Dave. But if you love 
me—” 

“I do, Johnny! With all my heart!” 

He held me breathlessly close and 
said, “I’ll see you again my next night 
off, and we'll make plans.” 


UT HE HADN’T waited that long. 
He was coming tonight. 

I gave myself one last glance in the 

Snug 

sweater, swinging skirt, ballerina slip- 


mirror as the doorbell rang. 
pers the blue of my sweater—I looked 
all right. I looked like the girl Johnny 
had held in his arms and found he loved 
after all. 

I swung the door wide, ready to throw 
myself into his arms, but the look on 
his face stopped me. It was tight, with- 
drawn, and his hands were clenched at 
his sides. 

“Something terrible has happened,” 
he said starkly. “Dad phoned just be- 
fore I called you. Dave tried to commit 
suicide.” 

“No! Why? Oh Johnny, why did he 
do such a thing?” 

He thrust his 
fingers through his hair and sat down, 


“Can’t you guess?” 


as if his knees were too shaky to stand. 
“It’s you. Maybe I was wrong, but it 
seemed sneaky to marry you behind his 
back when I’ve always known how he 
felt. I was afraid it would be too much 
of a shock if we just went ahead and—” 

“So you told him!” | 
numbly. 

“I phoned yesterday. I told him I 
couldn’t help loving you, and you'd 
proved your love was for me, so I—I 


broke in 


hoped he could wish us happiness. He 
said he did. He sounded pretty sick 
about it, but 1 hoped he’d get over it. 
I guess we just didn’t realize that Dave’s 
a one-woman man. Dad said he sat hour 
after hour staring into space, and fi- 
nally went upstairs and shot himself.” 

“He—did he—” I moistened my dry 
lips. “How serious is it?” 

“The bullet messed him up inside, but 


it missed his heart and lungs so the 
doctors say they can patch up the dam- 
age. Kathy, if Dave gets well you’ve 
got to marry him.” 

“But Johnny! I love you!” 

He shook his head and stood up. 
smoothing down his rumpled hair. 
“You're attracted to me, and I’m fond 
of you—but until these last weeks it’s 
been the fondness I’d have for a sister. 
I should have kept it that way—I’ve 
felt guilty because I didn’t, and now— 
Well. even if I were hopelessly in love. 
Kathy, I couldn’t marry you. knowing 
youre Dave’s only salvation. We 
couldn’t find happiness based on his 
despair. If you’d made it clear years 
ago there was no hope—but I believe 
you love him, Kathy, you’ve shown it 
in a million ways.” 

“I only pity him! That’s all it’s ever 
been!” 

“Pity is akin to love, they say. And 
I think it’s more than that, once you 
get me out of your system. There’s 
pity in my love for him too. It always 
bothered me that he had so littlk—the 
way Dad treated him, and everything. 
It wasn’t fair, and it wouldn’t be fair 
for me to marry you now.” 

I turned away, swallowing at the 
choking lump that pressed so painfully 
on my heart I could hardly breathe. 
“Then you love Dave more than me. 
What if I won’t marry him anyway?” 

“That’s up to you—but I won’t grab 
my own happiness at Dave’s expense. 
I’m not such a swell bet as a husband 
anyway. I’ve always played the field. | 
couldn’t be as true and devoted as Dave. 
No woman has ever been loved more 
deeply than he loves you. When you 
hold a man’s life in your hands, it’s a 
responsibility. At least go to see him, 
Kathy. Dad said that in his delirium 
Dave called for you constantly.” 

When I didn’t answer he laid his 
hands warmly on my shoulders but | 
wrenched away. “All right, I'll go to 
see him—but I won’t promise to marry 
him! If I don’t love him it wouldn’t be 
right!” 

He smiled sadly. “That’s something 
for you to decide in your own heart. 
There’s more to love than the physical 
attraction you and [—” 

“Please go, Johnny!” I choked. “If 
you don’t love me, I don’t even want to 
see you any more. I'll do what I can for 
Dave—but love like his isn’t a blessing 
—it’saburden!” (Continued on Page58) 
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We were just a bunch of / Ss 
thrill-seeking kids, flagging a ride on a . _.. 


Fast Freight To Hell | : 





S THEY SAY on radio and TV, 
“This story is true, only the names 
have been changed to protect the inno- 
cent.” There is a lot of irony in that 
statement, for by the time stories like 
Mine have reached their end, nothing 
can protect the innocent. 
My name is Barbara Cole and this 
story began three years ago when I was 


Sixteen and a senior in Southwestern 


High. I live in a town I'll call Rock- 
ledge. My father John Cole is forty-two 
and a post office carrier, and my mother 
is named Mary and is two years younger 
than Dad. I have a sister Meg, who is 
two years younger than I, and a brother 
Johnny, five years younger. 


I don’t have any excuse for what hap- 


pened. My parents are good decent peo- 
ple. My mother was a telephone opera- 
tor before she married Dad, and in or- 
der to make things easier for us kids 
she went back to work as relief operator 
a few years ago. This was mostly night 
work two or three nights a week, when 
Dad could be home with us. She never 
left us alone, or neglected us. 

One question every reporter, every po- 
lice detective asked was “What started 
you on this? Why?” I always said, “I 
don’t know.” I knew but I wouldn’t tell 
them. It was pride and envy and greed. 
The Bible lists them with four others as 
the seven deadly sins. Pride because I 
was always considered pretty. Greed and 
envy that made me read every movie 


magazine I could lay my hands on. Why 
should these girls be stars, and have 
fame and fortune and lovers without 
end? How did they get these things? 
Many of them started out poorer than I 
and not as beautiful. What was their 
secret for success? 

Vince Ross gave me what | inoue 
was the answer. He said “You gotta be 
ruthless kid, you gotta take what you . 
want, regardless.” 

I was sixteen and Vince was twerity* 
one and I thought he knew all the an-— 
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swers. What:{ didn’t know wasthae 


answers he knew were the wreng an- 
swers, every one of them. | 
The first time I saw Vince he wasefll 
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ing the Coke machine in the highschool - ~ | 


| 








ane 


Vince had it all figured out: “You have to take 
what you want in this world,” he said. And 


whatever Vince said was the gospel truth 


cafeteria. | hadn’t had time to eat break- 
fast and about ten o’clock I got a head- 
ache and Miss Bates excused me so I 
could get a Coke and a sandwich. 

Vince gave me one of those up-and- 
down looks as I came in and said real 
low “Doll baby!” He had coal-black 
eyes and hair and a real deep tan, and 
white teeth and he was tall and broad- 
shouldered and slim-hipped. By the time 
| had ticked all that off in my mind I 
realized I was just standing still and 
staring. | hurried over to the food coun- 
ter and asked Clara for a ham sandwich 
and a bottle of milk. I decided against 
coing back for a Coke while that dream- 
boat was there. I sat with my back to 
him and I never even turned around 
when I heard him leaving. But there 
wasn’t an inch of me that wasn’t covered 
with goose pimples. 

Three days later I was introduced to 
Vince. It was Friday night, and Alice 
Martin, my best girl friend and I had 
gone to a movie. As usual we stopped 
into the Ice Cube for milk shakes. Alice 
was small and dark, and all she thought 
about was dancing. Her father was a 
street sweeper, and there were six girls 
in the family, and so there was no extra 
money. But Alice was sure that some 
day she’d be a great dancer. She had to 
share her room with three of her sisters 
but she had the walls covered with pic- 
tures of dancers and every day she took 
exercises and practiced dance steps. 
“Some day the way will open,” she 
would say. 

| knew without looking up that Vince 
was one of the two boys who suddenly 
stood beside our booth. I can’t explain 
it, but | just knew. Then Larry Brown 
said “Hi Alice, Hi Babs, care for com- 
pany?” And he slid in beside Alice and 
Vince slid in beside me. Larry said 
“Vince Ross girls, Alice Martin and 
Babs Cole.” Vince didn’t say a word. 
He just turned to me and his black eyes 
locked with mine and he smiled and my 
heart turned over. 

Vince had a car, long and low and 
shiny green and white, and he drove us 
first Alice and then me. He 
wanted us to go for a ride but I had to 


home, 


32 


be in by ten o’clock. 

Larry got out of the car with Alice 
and when Vince started the car up I 
could feel myself going hot and cold 
with excitement. I gave him our house 
number’ which was only four blocks up 
the street and he grinned at me and said 
“O.K. Baby Doll.” But he turned in the 
opposite direction. 

I said “But I really do have to get in 
by ten o'clock, really I do.” He drove 
on a little way and stopped the car in 
front of a closed market. He slid his 
arm across the back of the seat and said 
“What’s the matter, scared Baby Doll?” 
His left hand turned my face to his and 
he kissed me. Not the awkward kiss of 
a schoolboy, but a firm-lipped man’s 
kiss, that set off sparks inside me and 
turned my knees to jelly. 

When it was over he looked at me 
with something like surprise in his eyes. 
“How old are you, Beautiful?” he 
asked, and when | said sixteen he whis- 
tled softly and said, “Jailbait.” 

And then abruptly he started the car. 
He was silent until we reached my home, 
and I felt let-down. He doesn’t like me, 
I thought, watching the grim set of his 
jaw. I could see a dim light in the liv- 
ing room and I said, “I guess Dad is 
watching TV.” 

“Can you get away tomorrow?” 

“In the afternoon, maybe, but—” 

“But not with a strange guy in his 
car?” 

He made it sound like my folk were 
jailers and I was a five-year-old kid. I 
felt myself blushing, and for the first 
time I resented my parents being so 
strict. Vince took my hand in his and 
held it against his cheek. “I flipped for 
you that first time I saw you,” he said. 
“I guess you know that.” 

“I flipped for you, too,” I admitted. 
And then I said, “I’ll get away somehow 
around two o'clock. I'll tell Mom I want 
to go window-shopping downtown. I[’ll 
meet you in front of the Library at 
2:30.” 

He started to kiss me again but I held 
him away. “Someone might be watch- 
ing,” I said. 

“Until tomorrow then,” he whispered. 


I opened the door and got out quickly, 
“Until tomorrow,” I said. 

Dad was alone watching TV. He 
looked up and smiled. “Have a good 
time, honey?” he asked. I kissed the top 
of his balding head and said, “O.K. 
Goodnight, Dad.” I took off my slippers 
and went up the stairs softly so Mom 
wouldn’t hear me. It was almost eleven 
and she would ask questions. 

Meg, my sister, was sound asleep, her 
horn-rimmed glasses on, the bed lamp 
shining in her face, and my latest movie 
magazine on the floor beside her bed. | 
turned out the light, put her glasses on 
the table, undressed quietly and slid into 
my own bed. A long time later I fell 
asleep thinking of Vince and the feel of 
his lips on mine. 


V INCE TOLD ME A LOT about him. 
self the next day. “My old man was 
no good,” he said. “He worked on the 
docks when he was sober, and he drank 
up his pay and came home drunk and 
beat up my old lady and me. Somebody 
stuck a knife in him one Saturday night. 
Mama lived two years after that, scrub- 
bing floors nights in an office building 
to make a living for us. She died of can- 
cer in the county hospital. I was seven- 
teen. | bummed around for a year, saw 
the country, how the other half lives. 
Then | joined the army. Served a year 
and was discharged. Medical, slipped 
disc in my spine. Been with the Coke 
outfit eighteen months. Life story.” 

I said, “Maybe your bad luck is over. 
Mom always says good luck always fol- 
lows bad if we have faith.” 

We were cruising along Timberlake 
Drive where all the wealthy homes are 
with wide green lawns and big houses 
with Cadillacs and Jaguars in the drive- 
ways. 

“Faith has nothing to do with it, 
Baby Doll,” Vince said bitterly. “Take 
a look at these pads, the guys that own 
these got ’em by being ruthless. A lot of 
poor suckers worked like dogs for low 
wages to build up fortunes for them. 
What they call the ‘common man.’ The 
stupid little guys, with faith.” 

Hate made his face ugly and I felt 
afraid. And yet down deep I agreed 
with him. Why should some be poor all 
their lives like my folk and Alice’s, and 
some have everything? 

Vince seemed to read my thoughts. He 
put his hand on my knee and said, 
“Good luck comes to the guy who knows 
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what he wants and doesn’t let anything 
sop him from getting it. How about 
you, Beautiful, don’t you want some- 
thing more than your old lady and your 
old man has?” 

| wished Vince wouldn’t talk that way 
about Mom and Dad. “They’re not 
really old,” I protested. “Dad is only 
thirty-nine and Mom is thirty-seven.” 

“So what,” Vince said grimly. “If 
they’re lucky they'll hit seventy, that 
means their lives are more than half 
over. And at the end what'll they have, 
a few years on a pension while they sit 
around with worn-out bodies waiting to 
die. You call that living?” 

He had to slow down for a long 
gleaming car driven by a chauffeur from 
a driveway. A homely middle-aged 
woman swathed in furs sat in back. The 
chauffeur honked his horn sharply. 
Vince said, “Why should that ugly old 
bag be riding around in a six-thousand 
dollar car while a dame like you has to 
ride the busses?” 

] put my hand on his arm. “She’s all 
alone in her car, I’ve got you,” I said. 

“You mean that, Baby Doll?” he 
asked. 











And when I said Yes he tramped 
down hard on the accelerator and head- 
ed for Jefferson Park and the quiet, de- 
serted shadows back of the Reservoir. | 
didn’t protest. | wanted him to make 
love to me. I wanted to feel the delicious 
excitement of his lips, the hard strength 
of his arms. 


ANITY RETURNED too late. There 

was the moment of panic, the pain, 
and then the bad part was over and he 
kissed me and sighed, a long shuddering 
sigh. 

I cried then, the tears raining down 
my face, salt on my lips. A honey-laden 
bee took off from a buttercup and flew 
just a few inches above my face. Vince 
swiped at it. He was gentle now. “Why 
are you crying?” he asked. “Are you 
afraid?” 

“A little,” I said. 

“Don’t be afraid,” he said harshly. 
“Don’t be afraid of anything. And don’t 
be sorry. I’d be lying if I said I was 
sorry.” 

We lay there in the deep warm grass 
a little while longer and he caressed me 


and told me how beautiful I was and 
that now I belonged to him. But he 
didn’t say anything about marriage and 










he didn’t say he loved me. And when 
we were within a block of my home he 
stopped the car and said, “I guess you 
better get out here, so your folks won’t 
see us.” 

I knew then that I had paid a great 
and terrible price for Vince’s kisses. His 
black eyes read my expression correctly. 
“Listen, Beautiful,” he said softly, “stop 
thinking about all those things you 
learned in Sunday School. The smart 
ones made them up to keep the dumb 
ones in line. Stop being afraid to live.” 

He put his hand under my chin and 
said, “I’ll have Larry get Alice to ask 
you over to her house tomorrow. Your 
folks will buy that won’t they?” 

“T guess so,” I said. I watched him 
drive away and then I hurried home as 
fast as I could without running. 

The folks were just sitting down to 
dinner. Mom said, “What kept you?” 
and Meg said, “Yeah, where did you 
go?” 

I wanted to scream at them to let me 
alone. But I kept my voice low. “I met 
a couple of girls from school, and they 
were really shopping, and I went along, 
and the time just flew.” 

Dad was piling frankfurters and pota- 
toes on Johnny’s plate. I felt my stom- 
ach turn over. I said, “We had hot dogs 
and chocolate milk shakes and I can’t 
eat another thing. I think I'll go up- 
stairs and lay down. I’m beat.” [| left 
before anyone could protest. 

I took a long cool bath and got into 
my pajamas, and when Meg came up I 
was in bed reading. 

She said, “You must have had a big 
time, in bed at seven-thirty. Who did 
you meet?” 

I didn’t answer her and in a minute 
she went out and shut the door firmly. I 
buried my face in the pillow and wept. 
Everything was changed. There was a 
barrier now between me and Meg, be- 
tween me and the rest of the family. The 
Babs they loved no longer existed. I was 
a woman now with a shameful secret. | 
felt soiled and ashamed and lonely and 
afraid. 

[ thought of Vince and the iron grip 






that held me, I remembered the panic 
and the pain, and afterward Vince say- 
ing, “You belong to me now.” 

He was right, I did belong to him now. 


ALICE CALLED UP the next day and 

I told Mom she wanted me to come 
over and spend the afternoon and eve- 
ning with her because her folks were 
going to a wedding. So Mom said I 
could go. But Alice met me halfway to 
her place and she was scared. I could 
tell because she always stuttered a little 
then. 

“Babs,” she said, “I don’t like Vince. 
He has Larry under his thumb, and 
Larry has changed since he met Vince. 
And he has money. Where does he get 
money?” 

I said, “Why blame Vince? Maybe 
Larry won it on a pinball machine or 
something.” 

But Alice shook her head. “No,” she 
said. “It is the way he talks, big talk, 
and you know that tough gang that call 
themselves The Pumas, well, now he is 
chummy with them.” She turned and 
faced me and tears trembled on her 
lashes. “And last night,” she whispered, 
“TI met him on my way home from Con- 
fession, it was about eight-thirty, and 
he said some terrible things about God 
and religion. I’m scared, Babs.” 

Why didn’t I admit to Alice that I 
was scared, too? What made me say to 
Alice: “What if Larry’s right? What 
has religion done for Larry’s parents or 
yours or mine? You want to be a dan- 
cer, will praying get you that? Who 
gets things in this world? The ones who 
pray or the ones who take?” 

Before she could answer, Vince’s car 
drew up to the curb and he honked his 
horn and in a minute I| was in front with 
him and Alice was in back with Larry. 

Vince said, “We’re heading for the 
briny deep, nothing like a swim on a 
hot day.” 

“And what will we use for bathing 
suits?” I asked. 

“Relax, Beautiful, bathing suits we 
got,” he laughed. “Also refreshments we 
got, ice cold.” (Continued on Page 77) 
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WAS SO ANGRY WITH MY PARENTS as they stood facing 

me that I couldn’t even speak for a moment. Ever since I'd 

: . : been dating Jerry Richards they’d been at me. Couldn’t they un- 

ru nka rd! Spendth rift! derstand “sei in love with him? That I wanted to marry him? 

“We're only thinking of your own good. Martha.” my father 
said for the hundredth time. 

| whirled around. “You don’t care about my own good! All 





azy! That’s what my 


arents said Jerry was. 


you think of is yourselves. You just don’t want me to get mar- 
ried to anyone. You want to keep me here forever!” 

Mother put her hand on my arm. “Martha, that isn’t true. 
When you find a man who is grown up, a man who has a steady 


ind he was proving 


hat they were right! 


job and can take care of you right, then we won't say a word. 
We'll give you a nice wedding and help you get started.” 

| shook her arm off savagely. “You just don’t understand. Sure, 
Jerry's been out of work some. But he’s had bad breaks. He’s 
ambitious. He’s not going to work in some garage where he sees 
he can’t ever get ahead. He’s just trying to better himself.” 

My father snorted and | hated him at that moment. 

“He’s a no good, lazy bum,” he said flatly. “And I want you 
to stop seeing him. Don’t bring him around again. And you can 
tell him I said so.” 

| could feel the tears in my eyes. 

“You're both mean and hateful,” | said, trying to keep from 
crying. Just then | heard Jerry honk outside. | grabbed my coat 
and ran for the door. 

“I’m going and | don’t know when I'll be back,” | cried, slam- 
ming the door behind me. 

Jerry reached over and opened the door for me and | slid in 
beside him. He took one look at me and sighed. 

“They been at it again?” I nodded, too miserable to speak. 
My folk and | had always been good friends until Jerry came into 
my life. It made me feel awful to fight with them, but I loved Jerry 
so much | just couldn’t help it. Life had been tough for him and 


| wanted to make it easier, to take care of him, to make him 


RS 
=> 
Se 
Sa 
= 
hy 
> 


La 
GY, 


We 
~< 


& 


r 
&s 
_ a 


happy. His face was so sensitive, his eyes so haunted that every 
time I looked at him I had an overwhelming desire to protect him, 
to feed him until he filled out, to love him until those eyes began 
to lose their unhappiness. 
“Oh, darling,” I said softly. “I don’t know what to do. | can’t 
make all of you happy. And I love you. I want to be with you.” 
“We should have gotten married last week when we planned to,” 





he said. “Once we were married they couldn’t say anything.” 

“I know,” I said. We had gotten our license and everything, 
planning on getting married. Then we went to my folk and they 
created such a scene | backed out at the last moment. Now I was 
sorry. I could see there was no hope for warking things out. 


Forever! 
































| realized clearly now that Jerry’s way 
was best. I’d tried for months to bring 
my folk around. I’d been fair, given 
them every chance. Now we deserved 
our chance. 

“Jerry, let’s do it now,” I said sud- 
denly. “Let’s get married right now.” 

“Martha, do you mean it?” 

“Yes, | mean it. We can find a min- 
ister. I’m of age, we have the license. 
What’s to stop us?” 

“Nothing at all,” he cried joyfully. 
‘Nothing at all.” He reached for me 
and | went into his arms, his kiss warm 
and tender on my lips. I felt my heart 
turn over. I loved him so much. Every- 
thing would work out right. Jt had to. 
I'd bring my folk around in time. When 
they saw how much we loved each other, 
how well we got along, it would all work 
The porch light flicked on at that 
moment and Dad walked out. 

‘Hurry, Jerry,” I said, and he pressed 
down on the gas and we raced off. The 
last glimpse I had was of my father 
standing dejectedly under the light. It 
made me feel awful, but I forced it from 
my mind. I was nineteen, Jerry twenty- 
one. We were adults. We had made our 


decision. 


out 


On the way to the minister Jerry 
bought me a white orchid. I gasped at 
his extravagance, but he was so happy 
nothing dented him. In less than an hour 
we were man and wife. 

We sent a telegram to my folks tell- 
ing them what we had done so they 
wouldn’t worry when I didn’t get home. 
| told them I'd call them in a couple of 
days. Then we went to a motel. Jerry 
registered, and the attendant took us to 
our room. 

\fter he walked out and closed the 
door, all at once I went hollow inside. 
Jerry stood looking at me and I had the 
oddest feeling that he was a stranger. 
But it lasted only a second. He moved 
toward me and | was in his arms and 
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Chained To Him Forever! 


How long was I expected to take it, 


living with a spineless man who 


needed a mother more than he needed a wife 


he was crushing me to him. I went weak 
all over and my desire rose to meet his. 
We stood there a long time while he 
kissed me over and over, holding me 
tighter and tighter until I could scarcely 
breathe. 

He picked me up then and carried me 
to the bed. His caress was tender as he 
reached up and switched off the light. 
With a cry I turned to him. Our love 
was one blissful delight, rising to heights 
of which I had never dreamed. When 
it was over, we lay close together while 
he whispered words of love, and we 
planned what wonderful things lay 
ahead of us. I knew I had been right. 
No one could love like this and have it 
wrong. 


N THE MORNING Jerry dropped me 

off at business college on his way to 
work. I only had a month left before | 
graduated. Jerry wanted me to quit 
right then and look for an apartment, 
but I was practical enough not to want 
to throw away all those months that | 
had worked so hard. 

I worried all day whenever I thought 
of my folk. I knew they must be sick 
at heart, and as happy as | was, | 
couldn’t ignore the nagging guilt that 
pecked at me. Jerry and I had agreed 
to meet at the motel that night and go 
apartment hunting. But I got off earlier 
than he did, and I decided finally to go 
by my home. I needed some clothes, and 
I knew I couldn’t be completely happy 
until | had made peace with my parents. 
I caught a bus and walked the block to 
my house. My heart was beating wildly 
as I walked up to the door. | stood there 
a long time and at last pushed the door 
open and went inside. 

“Mother,” I called. I heard her in 
the kitchen and hurried toward it. She 
came flying out, and her face looked 
tireder than I had seen it in a long time. 


“Martha,” she cried, and she took me 
in her arms. 

“Mother, I’m sorry,” I said, tears in 
my voice. “I—I didn’t want to hurt 
you. I| didn’t know what to do. But it 
will work out, you'll see.” 

She stood looking at me. “I hope so. 
Anyhow, it’s too late to change things 
now.” She wiped her eyes with her 
apron. “Come on to the kitchen. I’ve got 
cookies and a fresh pot of coffee.” 

I followed her, so relieved to have 
avoided a scene that I felt weak. We sat 
down and Mother poured the steaming 
coffee and set a plate of cookies in front 
of me. 

“Now tell me what your plans are,” 
she said. 

“Well, we have to find a furnished 
apartment until we can get our own fur- 
niture. I’m finishing business school. 
Jerry didn’t want me to. He says I'll 
never have to work, but as long as it’s 
paid for and I’m so close to finishing I 
want to.” 

“I’m glad. You never know when it 
might come in handy,” Mother nodded. 

“How . . . how did Dad take it?” | 
finally asked. 

Mother looked away. “Well, he'll 
come around in time. Naturally he was 
upset.” 

“Maybe I’d better go before he gets 
here,” I said, getting up. 

“Now sit still,” Mother said quickly. 
“You’ve got to face him sometime. Now 
is as good a time as any.” 

“TI need some clothes,” I said. “I'll go 
up and pack a few.” 

“You do that. And call Jerry to come 
over after work. I’ve got a nice roast 
and all. We can make plans then.” 

I called Jerry at work and told him to 
come by the house on the way home. 

“Is everything all right?” he asked. 

“Mother’s been swell. I haven’t seen 
Dad yet. But I think he’ll come around.” 

“Good. I feel better now.” 
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“Thanks, darling,” I said softly. Jer- 
ry’s parents were dead and | knew it 
hurt him to have mine against us. 

Dad came in later and I waited in the 
kitchen. Mother hurried out to meet 
him. I could hear them talking in low 
tones. At last he came in to where I 
was sitting. 

“Hello, Dad,” I said. 

“Hello, Martha,” he answered. There 
was a strained silence. I didn’t know 
what to say. 

“I guess you got your own way,” he 
said heavily. “We tried. We only want- 
ed what was best for you.” 

“I’m sorry, but I couldn’t help it. 
Jerry needs me. We love each other.” 

“Well, I hope it lasts. We'll just wait 
and see.” 

I knew how hurt he was and I couldn’t 
get angry at his words. But I didn’t 
think we should stay for dinner. 

“Mother invited us for dinner, but if 
you'd rather we didn’t—I’ll leave.” 

His face was sorrowful. And I couldn’t 
stand it any longer. I ran to him throw- 
ing my arms around him. 

“Please, Dad, it will work out. Just 
give us a little time to get started.” | 
was crying and I felt like a fool. 

“There, there, baby,” he said finally, 
patting me awkwardly. “No sense cry- 
ing. Of course you'll stay for dinner.” 

I felt limp with relief. When Jerry 
came in my folk met him pleasantly. 
We had a good dinner. Everyone was 
under strain, but it was so much better 
than I had hoped that I breathed a 
prayer of thanks. 

After Mother and I finished the dishes 
I went into the living room. 

“I guess it’s too late to go apartment 
hunting today,” I told Jerry. “We can 
stay at the motel until the weekend and 
then I’ll have time to find something.” 

“You’re welcome to stay here,” Moth- 
er said, but | thanked her and refused. 

On the way to the motel Jerry turned 
to me. 

“Maybe we should stay with your 
folk a while—just until we can find a 
place. It would be cheaper and I’d be 
freer to look for a better job.” 

I looked at him in surprise. “A better 
job. You’ve only been at the garage two 
months,” 

“I know, but the boss and I don’t hit 
it off too well. I'll find something bet- 
ter. You'll see.” 

A chill went over me. He said it too 
easily. Then I shook off the feeling. And 


after we got back to the motel and Jerry 
took me in his arms once again and our 
love burned brightly, I forgot every- 
thing except the joy of loving and being 
loved. 


ATURDAY I DROVE JERRY to 

work, then got my list and started 
apartment hunting. I was really shocked 
at the places I saw. They were either 
sky high or so miserable I wouldn’t stay 
in them. I began to get terribly discour- 
aged. Finally toward evening I found a 
garage apartment, one room and small 
kitchen and bath. It rented for fifty dol- 
lars. It was depressingly threadbare, but 
clean. I paid a deposit on it and went to 
get Jerry at work. We went back to the 
apartment with our things, after eating 
a quick dinner. It looked worse this 
time, but Jerry smiled. “Not bad,” he 
He sat on the bed 
bouncing on the springs. 


said, cheerfully. 


“Good springs,” and he pulled me 
down beside him. I fell laughing. If he 
could take it this way, who was I to com- 
plain? 

That first month flew by in a happy 
glow. I got my diploma from business 
college, and then set to work to fix the 
place up a little. I sewed new curtains. 
Some of our friends gave us wedding 
presents, and I set the prettiest things 
around. It began to improve, but noth- 
thing could make it really attractive. | 
hadn’t really minded while I was away 
at school, but now that I was home every 
day, it got me down. The days were so 
long, with so little to do. Jerry came in 
We couldn't 


afford to go out much in the evenings. 


late, tired and cheerless. 


But I was still so much in love that I 
overlooked the disadvantages, glad to 
have Jerry’s coming home to look for- 
ward to. 

We had been married just three 
months when Jerry came home early 
one afternoon. 

“What happened, are you sick?” I 
cried as he came in. 

“No—I quit. I couldn’t stand that 
joker any longer.” 

“But darling, we can’t afford not to 
have any money coming in. We barely 
make it to the end of the week.” 

He pulled my hair playfully. “Quit 
worrying. I'll get something soon. We'll 
make out.” 

I was scared. I wanted so much to 
prove to my folk that we could make 


it. I had noticed their glances to each 
other when they saw our apartment, the 
pity in their eyes, and it made me even 
more determined to have things nice. 
We had to. But this wasn’t a good way 
to start. That night when Jerry took me 
in his arms I couldn’t respond with the 
usual ardor. I felt let down, blue. He 
got angry with me for resisting him, 
and we had our first argument. We 
made up before he left to go job hunt- 
ing the next day, but I felt funny still. 
I saw things in him already that | 
hadn’t noticed before. He spent money 
so easily, money we couldn’t afford; a 
few drinks on the way home, and then 
his nonchalant attitude about it fright- 
ened me. I didn’t want to see him in 
this new light, and I fought it. 

He didn’t find work for two weeks. At 
the end of the first week we had just five 
dollars between us and starvation. Our 
rent and car payment were made, but I 
was sick inside with worry. 

“Jerry, what are we going to do?” I 
asked him that night. “Even if you find 
another job, it will be a week unti! you 
get paid. We just can’t make it.” 

“Quit worrying,” he said. “I’m the 
one to take care of things. I'll get an 
advance. I'll have a job in a day or two, 
you'll see.” 

“That’s no way to start a new job,” I 
said. “What would your boss think?” 

“You worry too much,” he answered. 
pulling my hair lightly as he did some- 
times to be playful. 

“Well, somebody’s got to,” I said an- 
grily. “You certainly don’t seem to think 
about where the next dime is coming 
from.” 

He looked at me reproachfully. “Now, 
you're not going to turn into one of 
those nagging wives, are you?” 

I was too disturbed to answer. 

“Look, I’m your husband. Don’t you 
have any confidence in me? Are you 
beginning to agree with your folk about 
me, that I’ll never amount to anything?” 

His tone was belligerent, but I could 
sense the hurt underneath. [| put my 
hand on his arm. 

“Oh, darling, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean 
that. It’s just that I worry so.” 

He put his arms around me. “Mar- 
tha, relax, don’t push so hard; you just 
make yourself miserable, and me too. 
Things are going to work out for us, I 
know. They will because I want them 
to. But I have (Continued on Page 70) 
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% . DRIS RUBBED A BRIGHTLY-POLISHED HAND across 
her eyes and surveyed her rumpled hair in a mirror. A 
ined expression reflected her thoughts. “Why did I do it 
?” she rebuked herself quietly. “I’m 27 and should know 
1 that giving my body is no way to make a man fall 
me.” 

straightened her shoulders and took stock: long, dark 
hair, attractive eyes, average figure. Remembering the eve- 
, when Ted told her he had decided to discontinue 
she cursed herself for having given in to wild sob- 


but obviously her tactics were all wrong. 
D g for her secretarial job, Doris mulled over the ques- 

s that had plagued her since she realized she was rapidly — 
ing toward the “old maid” stage: “What can I do to make 


: me as I do for him . . . just why do men fall in love with 
nyway ?” 
discordant chorus is familiar, the verses only are dif- 


Still, there are those iow men who oright have some stineion 
ords of rebuff for the “moon and June” notion, once they find 


i companion hips the way a golf-lover reveres his favorite 
» his “big love” came in a hurry. He spotted her at a 
walked over to the tiny, brown-haired girl in the fluffy 
dress and began dancing with ber, Remembering it later, 


tly, jumping out over him like a pox. Janey was soft, 
lly and feminine; burly Dan was altar-bound three months 
But few men topple as Dan, and fewer women have it 
y as Janey. 

reasons men fall in love with woman are subjects of 
nt and heated debate from three camps: the men them- 
psychiatrists and psychologists, and women. 

the latter, many, like Doris, feel that the quickest route to 
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“Skin Success” Soap Gives 
You a Lot More... 


REAL 





PROTECTION! | 


-- And it Saves You Money, Too! 


Now this famous improved beauty 
soap also stops perspiration odor 
worries. It does much more than any 
ordinary soap — at no extra cost! 
You get the full added benefit of 
long-lasting deodorant protection 
as well as deep-down help for your 
complexion—all in one great soap! 
Stay Fresh and Clean All Over! 

Millions know how “Skin Success” 
Soap works to clear and soften the 
skin, to reveal a naturally smooth, 
lovely complexion. Now it works 
wonders to help skin smell fresh 

and sweet — and stay 

that way all day long! 


Use it all the time! See how it gently 
sweeps away surface germs that 
often aggravate pimples, rashes and 
blackheads. Your skin feels more 
alive and healthy! 


In the bath, work in the medicated 
foam of “Skin Success” for 3 lux- 
urious minutes. It gives real head- 
to-toe protection, even where usual 
messy deodorants don’t reach. And 
daily use improves this effect! 





Dragged Down by Upset Skin? 
“SKIN SUCCESS” OINTMENT gives fast, 
blessed relief from the itching misery of 
eczema, tetter, aggravated rashes and 
many nagging skin troubles. 


pALMER’s 





OINTMENT 





SPLENDID FOR 
HOME USE! 


OUBLE 
RIMPER 


STYLING 


CRIMPER 


Style Ne. 340 only 


¢ Easier For Double Bangs 


{ head styles easier to handle. 
ariety of styles can be yours — 
er and quicker. 
A A A A A LS A AF AS TT 
sg Send me latest hair styling crimper 
C.O.D. Collect price $1.95 plus C.O.D. 
and postage on delivery. 


Enclosed find $2 — payment in full. 
You seve all postage charges and get 
Jouble coupons by mailing $2 cash or 
money order now.) 
Please print plainly on your envelope 
and coupon to speed delivery. 


GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, INC. 
Dept. Y-8, Brooklyn 35, N.Y. 


We 
WANT YOU, 


Try a few drops = FLAMING DE- 

SIRE. a little behind your ears 

o<«8 ‘little. in your hair... a wee 

bit mere in some secret place . oo 

will give you that wonderful feeling 

all over. This powerful perfume can 

give you that extra push with a man 

that will make him feel differently 

about you. You will never want to 

. be without it. Quantities are limited 
se order FLAMING DESIRE now! Complete with full 
directions, only $2 ‘3 for $5) postpaid, or C.0.D. plus 
postage. va ot ny 'Paoe Vil send your money right back. 


TY PRODUCTS, =<. 103-H 
Shee onkers 5, N. Y. 








DO YOU 
WANT 
POWER? 


Power to make you victorious in all you undertake? 
Power to make people admire you? Power to earn 
money? Power to gain popularity—love? Power to 
make anyone follow a I will send you informa- 
tion which is the result of scientific research. This 
information and directions will help you become 
more masterful and exert greater influence. You will 
be able to break prevailing misconceptions. IF YOU 
ARE NOT DELIGHTED, YOUR MONEY IMMEDIATELY 
DED. Just send your name dress. Pay on 
delivery _ ye postage —" $2.00 cash or 
money order 1 pay pos 
FREE <: with every -~ A Talismanic Seal of Luck in 
blood-red ink on Egyptian mottled parchment. 


SECULAR PRODUCTS, Dept. 101-H 
504 HICKSVILLE RD., MASSAPEQUA, N. Y. 





When it comes to trap- 

ping a man, it all de- 

pends on the way a girl 
baits her hook 


her anatomy. Said she in a recent arti- 
cle: Men marry “to fill a deep and phys. 
ical need.” The girl “corresponds to an 
image somewhere in his subconscious, 
perhaps of his mother, or half-remem. 
bered fantasy.” 

Most psychologists concur. generally 
holding that men fall in love because 
they think it will fill basic and ordi- 
nary needs—social and/or economic im- 
provement, sexual gratification, the de- 
sire to be approved of. They also say 
that how and when a man is drawn toa 
woman is conditioned by childhood ex. 
periences. He will respond automati- 
cally in adulthood to the same type of 
woman from whom he received the best 
treatment as a youngster. 

These are views which have been hotly 
denied by most men, for obvious rea- 
sons. Most take the unromantic view of | 
why they fall in love, characteristically 
waste few words explaining. Concluded 
one cynic: “You meet a girl you can get 
along with, marry her and hope things 
don’t get worse. You don’t fall in love, 
you fall in like!” Or as one poetic 
minded male put it: “There comes a 
time when a man gets tired of messing 
around. So he makes peace with his 
libido and settles down.” 

But psychiatrists and psychologists 
agree that love and sex are fairly differ- 
ent emotions. Sex is a physical drive, a 
lust for momentary pleasure, a demand- 
ing desire. 

Love is a psychic urge, an overpower- 
ing interest in another’s life, a grab at_ 
ecstasy. But though sex and love are 
different. like gin and vermouth they ~ 
mix well, 

Still despite general male elaboration 
—or lack of it—more vocal men agree 
that essentially they fall in love with a 
woman because she is lovable. What, 
then, constitutes being lovable? 

There are countless ranges and mean- 
ings of the word love. But generally, be- 
ing lovable inextricably involves /oving. 
The realization by the woman that love 
is an act of giving and is reciprocal, not 
merely a source of gratification. Indeed, 
loving is more essential than being 
When (Continued on Page 55) 


loved. 
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UC MMER IS A SEASON for lazy. relaxed living. 
\ yet a time for lots of good eating fun. The two 
an be combined with a few shortcuts. Before din- 
ner appetizers can be made ahead of time from fresh 
fruits or vegetables and chilled in the refrigerator. 
lf it's in liquid form. electric blender is handy. 
[reat your family to fresh foods this summer. 
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Melt 3 thsps. butter 


Bartie and ? cups bread 


Tear I head Romuai 
into bite-size piec: 
Me tsp. dry mustard, 
Parmesan cheese and 
and 2 thsps. lemor 
Util ege disappears. 
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Salads For 
Sizzling 
Weather 


Lunch for Dieters 
To gain and keep a trim figure. try al 
cheese topped with 
fin ger-sandu iches. rel 
Fruit drink 
a | glass of ftrutt Jule 
of untlavored gelatin: 
mid-afternoon snack. Ti 


this gelatine dri 












Ham and Macaroni Mold 


Soak ] thsy piain gelatine in 


Lobster Mousse 
] t 





; 7 
vored gelatine in 14 cup cold water. 


L tOsps. butter, blend in 2 tobsps. flour, add 2 ¢ 





, , } 4 ? 
nhine 1 can condensed tomato soup, 9 cup muk and 3 







up pl “Ice, +5 






¥ } ; : a 
cream cheese in top of double boiler. Stir over boiling 









} 


dissolved gelatine. Chill until mix- 














to set. Fold in 15 cup minced celery, 1\2 cups 


iled lobster meat and 1 cup mayonnaise. Chill in 






mold. Unmold and fill center with celery salad. 





SUMMER SALAD is that delightful 

combination of ingredients which, 
depending on the mood of the gourmet 
or cook, becomes a rich man’s dish of 
sophisticated elegance. or a down-to- 
earth, wholesome meal that subdues and 
satisfies hungry appetites. 

For summer eating, the delicate flavor 
and texture of souffle salads are popular. 
They can be served as an appetizer, 
entree, side dish or dessert, according to 
their ingredients. The possibilities are 
endless and fish, meat, vegetables 
(canned, fresh, frozen or leftover) can 
be added to the basic mixture. Tossed 
greens are particularly enjoyable during 
the summer when produce is garden 
fresh. With their gay colors and cool, 
appetizing flavors, salads set the pace for 
all warm-weather meals. 





Zesty Vegetable Salads 





getable salads are good. with any main dish. This 
es a molded tomata juice aspic: whole green beans 

: , 
Fre I; SSINZ r garnished wifh onion stiices 
g getables molded in lemon-favored gelatine with 
f onion: asparagus spears marinated in French dress- 
} cooked egg slices: and a pea and cheese cube 
nah  « ] » pol hI 3 } tor 7 
vation. This makes a delicious buffet platter, when accom- 


iw , : 
panied by pineapple butterscotch rolls. 
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HETHER IT’S A daring bikini that leaves little to the imagination, or a slim 
one-piecer with exotic lines, a bathing suit is an integral part of every woman’s 


— wardrobe. Regardless of your size or shape, swimming suits are now designed not 


~ only for the ideal figure, but some actually seem to whittle inches from fuller fig. 
“\_ures. Part of the pleasure of summer is fun at the beach, the swimming pool, or 
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One-piece “little boy” shorts suit in navy Red, white and black striped one-piece 
and white, has deep V-neck at back, white suit has flat bow at bottom of skirt. Padded 
trim at neckline. By Roby Len; $15. bra is attached. By Lee Beachwear; $9. 
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down at the creek. When it comes to color, let yourself go and try some of the un- 
ysual ones. The problem of choosing the right type of suit must be determined by 
the figure. Don’t make the mistake of trying to look like Bridgette Bardot if you have 
the curves of someone ten pounds heavier. TAN offers a smart selection of bathing 
suits designed to make the most of every woman’s figure. 


One-piece cotton torso suit is pale yellow 
and pastel stripes. Bloomer skirt is gath- 
ered on wide band. By Roby Len; $13. 





Two-piece cotton suit is red and black 
checks on white. Bra and shorts are elasti- 
cized for snug fit. By Lee Beachwear; $8. 





Emerald green cotton, acetate and rubber 
suit has draped bustline sunburst tucks 


spreading to hips. 


By Roby Len; $15. 
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Changing your hairdo has the tonic effect of buying A pert pony tail is a simple style, yet it needs th 


a new hat. When day ends and heat abates, a good vitality of clean hair, and a basic setting for the soj 
basic setting may be combed into a chic pageboy. waves on the forehead and body for the curls. 





Summer air Conditioning 
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ae aad pespeas a eee 
late during the wilting weather. Rinse 
mics ie one 
feels sparkly clean. Frequent shampoo- 
ing at home will be more convenient 
and economical besides. After the sham- 
poo, the hair should have a good basic 
setting. This can be achieved with the 
help of clips, rollers, and bobby pins 
which can be purchased at little cost. 
After the hair is set, it is ready to be 
combed into any number of attractive 
styles for the hot days ahead. 














Using rollers, clips and other equipment from the dime store, you 
can set your own hair at home with a professional touch. This so- 
phisticated French twist is adaptable for daytime or evening wear. 


As the temperature rises, so goes the coiffure. Longer hair can be 
combed up off the neck in an attractive arrangement of curls, and 
held in place with pins. It looks cool, and feels cool, too! 
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Another Frederick's “fi 
The answer to hundreds of 
requests. Miracle under-an- 
ounce foam rubber pads fit 
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a to 30" inch waist.$12.9$ i T T iC —e = capt 7 } 
#3220 HIDDEN FLATTERY r 1 + + 1 | 
foam Removable foam-rubber pads @ ENCLOSE Payment | + + + ] 
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NEW Kind of Condensed Food Tablet Makes 





“SKINNY FIGURES FILL OUT 


Easy Way Puts Pounds and Inches Firm Healthy Flesh 
On Women, Men and Children Who Are Skinny, Thin and 
Underweight Because of Poor Appetite, Poor Eating Habits. 











HOSPITAL No Cramming with sugary mixtures, no fishy oils, no overeating. 
Yet cheeks fill out, neck and bust-line gain ... arms, legs, thighs, © 
TESTED ankles, skinny underweight figures fill out all over the body. &: 


DON’T BE SKINNY 


If you are skinny, thin and underweight because of poor appetite or f 
poor eating habits, try this latest discovery of modern medical science. 
It’s the new WATE-ON Condensed Food Tablets and in normal health 
you, too, may quickly gain 5—10—20 pounds and more so fast it’s 
amazing. The New Wate-On Tablets are scientifically compounded of 
MONO and DI-GLYCERIDES. Wate-On Tablets are pleasant to take 
as directed and they are loaded with concentrated culories so prepared 
as to be far easier to be used by the system in building wonderful body 
weight. What's more, the new Wate-On Tablets are fortified with 
Vitamins B1, B2, B6, blood building B-12, A, D and with iron, calcium, 
phosphorous, lecithin, and other important body nutrients. In fact, each 
daily supply of the new Wate-On Condensed Food TaHlets is as rich and 
nutritious as many a skinny person’s regular meal. It’s no wonder 
besides putting on weight, Wate-On Tablets improve the appetite, 
give quick energy, guard against fatigue, sleepless nights, poor en- 
durance and low resistance which often accompanies underweight. At 
the same time, Wate-On Tablets help ward off iron deficiency anemia 

. help you feel stronger faster. If underweight is due to disease, take 
Wate-On Tablets under direction of your doctor. 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


So, if you are tired of being skinny, ask your druggist for new 
Wate-On Tablets. Satisfaction guaranteed or return empty box 
to druggist for money back. Wate-On also is available as a high 
calorie homogenized liquid emulsion that’s extra rich in easy to 
assimilate calories and fortified with other proven weight build- 
ing elements. Don’t be Skinny . . . gett WATE-ON today. 


Pf x 0)|\f Condensed Food Tablets — 


(Also Homogenized Liquid Emulsion) 
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Child Care: 


The Headstrong 
Child 





By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


UTCH, the Sampsons’ five-year-old 
son, seemed determined to prove to 
his mother and to my office nurse that he 
was stronger-willed than both of them 
combined. For over fifteen minutes he 
had refused to allow them to take off his 
clothes for his periodic examination. 
Realizing that my nurse was too valu- 
able to risk being injured bodily, | sent 
her on an errand, and asked Mrs. Samp 
son to wait in the outer office. After a 
few moments of ignoring the youngster, 
I turned to him and asked if he would 
undress as quickly as possible. My tone 
was matter-of-fact and after only a sec- 
ond or so of hesitation, he started to un- 
button the shirt that both his mother and 
my nurse had been unable to get off him. 
In a few minutes and with a minimum 
amount of difficulty the examination was 
finished. Later, Mrs. Sampson explained: 
“My husband is always warning me that 
as headstrong and determined as Butch 
s, he will get into serious trouble when 
he i is older. How can | curb him?” 
“If you mean by ‘curbing him’ to 
break his will by punishment and whip- 
ping, then I don’t believe he should be 
curbed. He is a determined child and 
You 


must exert enough control over your own 


he has an alert mind of his own. 


emotions to allow him where possible to 
pursue his own course. He resented be 
ing undressed by two women when he 
was perfectly able to undress himself.” 
| paused a moment. then continued. 
“Such qualities of determination and 
strong will are very valuable character- 
istics in a man. if they have been prop- 
erly channeled in the child.” 

“You mean, Doctor. that if I let Butch 
do more for himself and only interfere 
when it is necessary, that we will nol 
have these head-on collisions that seem 
to occur daily?” Mrs. 
thoughtful, and then went on: 
basically | can’t realize that I no longer 
have a baby. but a son and that he is an 


Sampson was 
“T guess 


individual with a desire to make some 
of his own decisions.” 
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PORK CHOP HILL 


All the wonderful sincerity, tremendous technical skill and fine insight into the 
emotions of men at war that went into the making of United Artists’ Pork Chop Hill 
cannot conceal the basic fact that it is a gory, grim description of infantry combat 
during the Korean War told with stark honesty. 
which makes no concession to commercial tastes, romantic ideas about infantry 
Its 
honesty is powerfully yognen by its 


This is an outstanding war film 
fighting or over-sensitive stomachs. 
frank presentation of U. S. tactical mis- 
takes, which cost precious nig 

Director Lewis Milestone used a 
graphic documentary technique in mak- 
ing the picture. and, though it is ex- 
tremely effective, tends to underplay the 
humanity of the combat soldiers in the 
interest of emphasizing the ruthless rig- 
ors of war. 

Pork Chop Hill is a military objec- 





in Korea which King Company. 
commanded by Gregory Peck, 
dered to capture—not for tactical reasons, but to protect American prestige dur- 
The company takes a frightful 


live 


James Edwards, W oody Strode in action. Dae 


ing the 1952 Panmunjon armistice negotiations. 
beating, but succeeds in its mission and is finally withdrawn from the mountain, 
where the picture’s bloody events take place. Two Negro actors, James Edwards, as 
the courageous Corp. Jurgens and Woody Strode. as the cowardly Pvt. Franklin. 
play sizable and effective parts in the picture. 


WATUSI 

In H. Rider Haggard’s classic adven- 
ture yarn, King Solomon’s Mines, the 
Alan 


who seeks and finds the 


hero is a famed white hunter, 
(uartermain, 
fabulous mines of King Solomon spoken 
of in the Bible, but dies on African soil. 
Watusi is presented as a sequel to the 
original Haggard story. The action takes 
takes place in Africa in 1919 and the 
hero this time is Quartermain’s son, 
Harry (George Montgomery), who has 
come back to the Dark Continent, drawn 
by an unquenchable urge to complete 





White hunters in Watusi land. 


his father’s original search. 
When MGM made King Solomon’s Mines 10 years ago, a good deal of African 
location film was left over and it turns up in several sequences in Watusi. This has 
been excellently integrated by cameraman and film editor. 
The screenplay by James Clavell superimposes a strange love story on top of 


“forbidden” 


finds a reluctant companion in David Farrar, an experienced 


some turbulent adventure. 
Kaluana country, 


Quartermain, seeking to penetrate the 


jungle hunter who knew the elder Quartermain well. On the way they rescue Taina 





nget 
s al 
ome 


Elg. daughter of a German missionary who has been murdered by hostile natives. 
Both men fall in love with the German beauty, though George Montgomery has to 
fight down a bitter anti-German prejudice to do it. Watusi has an implausible story, 
but its crude outdoor action and spectacular jungle scenes in Technicolor might be 
entertaining. 


ASK YOUR OWN HAIRDRESSER WHY SHIM 
1S SO GOOD FOR YOUR HAIR CARE 






Costs less than l¢ a day, because a 9e¢ j 
lasts for three months. YOU CAN'T Loser 
SHIM helps oe 
















dryness, dandruf| fy. 
ite » externally 
cause cracking, 
splitting ends. The 
loveliness of your 
hair depends on the 
care of your scalp. 
Easy directions on 
your jar. 






THE BEST YET OR 
YOUR MONEY BACK. 
The 3 month size is only 90¢, 
NOT A CENT MORE. Don't 
be an easy mark’ Demand 
and get genuine SHIM at 
your own friendly drug store, 
or at your personal 
dressers or Barber. Fol- 
low the easy directions 
every day, between hair 
cuts. 










































| into DOLLARS! 
FY NEW songwriters, poets share $33 millions 
Bae yearly. Songs Composed, PUBLISHED, 
Promoted. Appraisal, info FREE from. 
NORDYKE Music Publishers 
6000 Sunset, HOLLYWOOD 28T, Calif. 


















Woman Nearly 
Itches To Dea +h 


"I nearly itched to death for 75 years. Then 1 
discovered a new wonder skin creme. Now I’m 
happy,” says Mrs. D. Howard of Los Angeles 
Here's blessed relief from tortures of vaginal itch, 

rectal itch, chafing. rash and eczema with a new 
amazing scientific formula called LANACANE. This 
fast-acting, stainless medicated creme kills harmful 
bacteria germs while it soothes raw, irritated and 
inflamed skin tissue. Stops scratching and so speeds 
healing. Don't suffer! Get LANACANE at druggists! 























Now I'm Really Living 


I Get $50-$60 


REGULARLY BY SHOWING 


LUCKY HEART COSMETICS mR. 


WASHINGTON 
need extra money regularly, anywhere from $10 

"S150, take a tip from me. it easily in your own 
a time by showing and demonstrating LUCKY 
HEART COSMETICS. It’s easy, glamorous, plus being 
a lot of fun. Anyone, any age, anywhere can show and 
sell Lucky Heart successfully to friends and bors. 
life. 





Lucky Heart shows you how, sends you e 
need to start making extra money for a better way 
MAKE EXTRA MONEY FOR EASIER LIVING 
I’ve already bought a freezer and other new appliances, 
paid down on a new car with my Lucky Heart Cash. 
Luxuries take money, but I make money in just a few 









selling Luck 


Le DISPLAY your start with y 

eae CASE eg 

Sr wots your FREE DISPLAY 
CASE OFFER. 

LUCKY HEART + Dept. 2H 

400 Mulberry St. Memphis 2, Tenn. 
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DRUNKENNESS 


DO YOU WANT =, ? 


i 
from liquor. M be aS 

this wonderful OREM eliminates desire for more 
alcohol. GUARANTEED Pure and Effective. Aversion 
treatment is recognized by Medical Authority. 
ALCOREM comes ready to ey ge i 

cluded—need not cause excessive t from work or 
social duties. One happ ALCOREM. user writes: 
“PLEASE SEND ME MORE wae wate ok 


ER. BOUG 
FORE AND HAD WONDERFUL RESULTS.” As an 
additional help we se 


FREE! 21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM | 


Special Formula capsules to help nervous and digestive 
systems. Also FREE E'weicuT CHART to guide re- 
formed drinker to proper weig 

DO NOT DELAY ae ORDER ALCOREM now 
SATISFACTIO K. We rush 
ALCOREM, PIN KIES Weight ‘Chart i in ance pper. 


cow postman $8.95 pilus C.O.D. one pene. To S SAVE | 


a C.O.D. and postage, send $8.95 


MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS - DEPT. E-20 
608 S. DEARBORN ST.+- CHICAGO 5, ILL. 


‘SPECIAL 


ANY photo, snapshot 


or negative 

ENLARGED 8x10 

and HAND COLORED IN OILS 
PLUS Black and White 
8x10 ENLARGEMENT 
Beautiful enlargements you'll 
she cnapest. er aoesie 

ote, sna 
(returned ‘canarmed). State Total $1 postpaid 
color of hair, eyes and clothes. C.0.D. orders accepted 
QUALITY VALUES, Dept. 238-B 
BOX 222, COOPER STATION, NEW YORK 3, N. Y. 
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into DOLLARS! 


NEW songwriters, poets share $33 millions 
yearly. Songs Composed, PUBLISHED, 
Promoted. Appraisal. info FREE from. 
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a Tremendous Mighty Power! Are you foes diffi- 
cult Problems? Peor Health? Money or Job Troubles? 
Leve or Family Troubles? Are you Worried about 
someone dear to you? Is someone dear to you Drink- 
ing too much? Do you ever get Lonely—Unhappy— 
Discouraged? Would you like to have | more Happiness, 
Success and ‘“‘Geed Fertune’”’ in : 

If you have any of these Preblems, or na like 
them, dear friend, then here is eet ws— 
NEWS of a remarkable NEW WAY of PRAYER that is 
helping thousands to glorious NEW happiness and joy! 
Whether you believe in PRAYER or ot, «nis cemar«- 
able NEW WAY may bring a whole NEW world of hap- 
piness and joy to you—and very, very quickly, wo! 

So don’t wait, dear friend. You will surely bless this 
day—so please don’t delay! Just clip this Message now 
and mail with your name, address & 4¢ — to LIFE- 
STUDY FELLOWSHIP, ‘Bex 5208-A, Conn. 
We will rush this wonderful NEW - a of PRAYER 
and FAITH to you by Return Mail absolutely FREE! 


Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 
Steps Iteh—Relieves Pain 


For the first time science has found a 


pain—without Cn sedi 
In case after case, ont 
pain, actual reduction Ghrinkage) took 
Most amasing of all—results were so 
that sufferers 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 


The aaa is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne*)—discovery of a world-famous 
institute. 

This substance is now vam & sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
arent Med H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
ere—money back guarantee. Res. US. Pot. 08. 


ot) 












6000 Sunset, HOLLYWOOD 28T, Calif. 




















































IN MIAMI, FLA., angler Lorenzo Mills went fishing, found his own hide the beg 
bait as a five-pound barracuda made a four-foot leap over the bow of his boat, bi 
him in the neck. then dived back into the water. 


In Memphis, Tenn., nervous bridegroom Elton Grandberry, about to say his final 
“I do,” passed out cold, had to be revived by the anxious bride’s father so the wed. 
ding ceremony could proceed. 


In Norfolk. Va.. charged by his wife with still being married to another woman. 
William R. Johnson chose to set the record straight—admitted he had two other 
wives. 


= * 


In Atlanta, Ga.. firemen doused a blaze under the bed of Mrs. Nettie Pearl Moss, 
did their duty further by having her arrested for the 18 pints of illegal whiskey they 
found among the debris. 


* & s 


In Fayetteville, N. C.. Fletcher Simmons decided to save cash when he visited a 
restaurant, wound up paying $16 in court for a sweet potato pie—which he dropped 
anyway when a waitress screamed as he stole it. 


In Washington, D. C., impatient patient Kelly M. Griffin pulled a fire alarm in 
disgust with “the slow service” at Freedmen’s Hospital, got his wish for faster 
attention as police sped him off to D. C. General Hospital for treatment of minor 





bruises, just as swiftly got charged with turning in a false alarm. 


In Bessemer, Ala., police issued a warrant for a woman who had failed to retum 
after being released from jail to undergo an operation. attached the urgent note: 
“We need her to cook—bad!” 


In Hucknall. England. 18-year-old Ronald Rowlett was fined $1.40 for drunken 
ness after police checked out his story that he had “been to the moon,” learnel 
“The Moon” was the name of a local saloon. 


In Hominy, Okla.. Wes Rose paid a 50-cent fine for overparking when his cat 
was ticketed just 30 minutes after the town installed parking meters. 
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Nkrumah, Prime Minister of 
Ghana, meets Vice Pres. Nixon 


JET’S World-Wide Coverage Brings You the Latest 
News In... 


SPORTS . . . EDUCATION . . . INTEGRATION . . . SOCIETY 
FOREIGN AFFAIRS ... ART... RELIGION .. . SCIENCE 


EXCLUSIVE FEATURES 


West Coast Round Up 

New York Beat 

People Are Talking About 
Ticker Tape, U.S. A. 
Weekly Radio and TV Guide 





Ernie Banks, most valuable 


player in majors, hits again NEW Subscribers Only 
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Brainy teen, Lorna Lacen, injects 


hormones in mouse in science ex- THIS OFFER GOOD IN THE U.S.A. ONLY 


periment. 














The Girl I Left Behind 


(Continued from Page 25) 


a child. but this was a picture of my son. 
Only my child could look that much like 
me 

| downed my drink, unfolded the letter 
ind read: 

“Dear Paul, 

Ever since the day I regained con- 
sciousness in the hospital and learned 
that our wedding day had passed and 
that you had been moved out of Berlin, 

I have been searching for you. I'd al- 

most given up when I met your friend 

Bob Freeman. I got your address from 

him. 

Life has been very lonely and un- 
happy for me. Only my love for little 
Paul and my dream of seeing or hear- 
ing from you again have kept me go- 
ing. I know you have wondered what 
happened to me on what should have 
been our wedding day. Please let me 
explain. 

The day before we were to get mar- 
ried. I was hit by a car on my way 
home from doing some shopping. I 
was unconscious for several days. It 
was while I was in the hospital that I 
learned I was going to have a child. 
The doctors said it was a miracle that 
little Paul lived. 

I moved to Munich as soon as I got 
out of the hospital to live with a cou- 
sin. My cousin is now dead. I return- 
ed to Berlin recently to try to get my 
brother to take little Paul, but he 
won’t. You see Paul, I have cancer and 
the doctors have told me I have less 
than six months to live. 

[ know that by now you probably 
have a family, but there is one thing 
[ must ask of you. Please send for 
little Paul. It hurts me deeply to know 
that I will die and leave my son to live 
n an orphan home. 

Please Paul. I beg of you, send for 
little Paul. He is a wonderful child. I 
ask nothing for myself. only that you 
take him and give him the love and 
protection that only a parent can give 
a child. 

As always, 
Gerda” 

I took another look at the picture. Little 
Paul’s bright eyes captured my heart. But 
how long would they be bright if he spent 
the remainder of his childhood in an or- 
phanage? 

[ walked over and slammed the window 
shut to cut out the noise of the children 
the street. Their laughing, 
screaming and yelling seemed to join in a 
chant saying, “If you don’t send for little 
Paul, he’ll never be happy like us.” I 
leaned against the closed window and tried 
to think. Sure, little Paul was my respon- 
sa 


OZ 


playing in 


sibility. it was my duty to send for him. 
But what will Delores say? Would she still 
marry me? I’d lost the first woman I 
loved. was I to lose the second? Did I 
really have to tell Delores about little 
Paul? Did I really have to send for him? 

I mixed another drink. It just didn’t 
seem possible—me with a child. Gerda 
with only six months to live. I couldn’t 
picture her sick. She was always so well 
and happy like she was the first day I met 
her. 

I was in a little German gift shop trying 
to select a gift for an aunt. My German 
was very poor and Id been struggling for 
several minutes trying to get the clerk to 
understand what I wanted when Gerda 
walked up and said. “If you tell me what 
you want. I'l] tell the clerk.” Her German 
accent seemed to add beauty to the Eng- 
lish language. She was not the prettiest 
girl I’d seen. but there was something about 
her that radiated peace and quietness. 

I told her what I wanted. she told the 
clerk and in a matter of seconds the pur- 
chase was completed. 

“Thanks a lot for helping me.” I said to 
Gerda. I felt that I should make some ef- 
fort to show her I really appreciated her 
kindness. so I added, “May I take you to 
dinner?” 

“Okay. as you Americans say,” Gerda 
replied with a smile. 

We found a nice restaurant near the 
gift shop. Gerda ordered me a German 
dinner. Before then I’d stuck to American 
food. 

Gerda told me about herself. She lived 
in Berlin with a brother: her parents had 
been killed during the war. She learned to 
speak English in school and as a child had 
spent many summers in England. 

I told her that my parents were also 
dead. My mother died giving birth to me 
and my father was killed in a car accident 
when I was a baby. I’d been reared by my 
aunt. I told her all about life in the 
States and the things I enjoyed doing. 
Somewhere along the line, I mentioned 
dancing and Gerda immediately picked up 
on that. 

“So do I,” she said with delight. “Would 
you like to go see a dance Saturday after- 
noon?” 

Go see a dance? 
meant, go to a dance. 

“Sure,” I said. I was always ready for a 
good dance. 


Well, she probably 


GATURDAY I MET GERDA as we had 
\ planned. 

“Paul, I was afraid you were going to be 
late,” she said as soon as I walked up. 
“Tt is almost time for the curtain to go up.” 

Curtain go up? What is this? 1 said to 


myself. I thought we were going to, 
dance. 

It was a dance all right: ballet. | gy 
through the performance and tried yey 
hard to look interested. It was difficult , 
do, however. 

Afterwards, Gerda said, “I don’t think 
you enjoyed the ballet. I thought you saij 
you enjoyed dancing.” 

“I do,” I said, “but that’s not the kinj 
I meant. I enjoy social dancing. I like 
dance myself. Do you dance?” 

“No. I don’t.” Gerda said and then ag. 
ed, “Why don’t you like the ballet?” 

“Well, I don’t know.” I said slowly, won- 
dering to myself just what was it aboy 
the ballet that I didn’t like. Finally, | 
said, “Well I guess I just don’t understanj 
hag 

“T tell you what,” Gerda said. “I'll teach 
you about the ballet. if you teach me » 
cial dancing.” 

Okay.” I said, “that’s a deal.” 

We decided that since I had at least see, 
a ballet. the next Saturday I would star 
teaching her how to dance. Gerda gave m 
her address and we agreed on a time. 

When I arrived at Gerda’s house the fol. 
lowing Saturday, she was sitting on her 
steps. 

“Is it that bad?” I asked. “You look 
like you have just lost your last friend.” 

“Shall we go for a walk, instead of dane. 
ing.” Gerda said getting up. 

“Sure.” I said, “but what’s the matter?” 

“T just had an argument with my 
brother.” Gerda said slowly. 

“Oh. I'm sorry,” I said, not really know 
ing just what to say. 

“Someone told him I was at the ballet 
with you.” Gerda said. “He told me that 
I was to never see you again and if I did, 
I was to move. I’m moving Monday.” 

“Not on my account,” I said quickly. 
After all, Gerda and I were just friends. 
This was only the third time I’d seen her. 
and anyway, I’d promised myself when! 
got stationed in Germany that I woulds' 
get involved with any of the German won: 
en. I didn’t have anything against Ger 
man women. It was just that I’d seen: 
lot of the fellows come back from Europ 
with white wives and have a real hard time 
in the States. They had a hard time finé: 
ing a place to live that accepted mixel 
couples and sometimes they had even: 
harder time trying to find a job. 

“No. not on your account,” Gerda said 
stopping to sit on a low stone wall. “It 
just that I can’t stand to be around people 
who look down on others. That’s how thi 
awful mess got siarted in the first place 
Hitler told us we were the superior rae 
and we set out to conquer the world 2 
order to prove it. I just don’t want al! 
part of race superiority and prejudice.” 

I just sat there, not knowing quite wht 
to say. For the first since I’d known het 
Gerda’s face had lost its wonderful calt 
ness. I didn’t like the troubled expressie! 
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3 0 of ye wore. 
yisit one of the clubs a lot of the soldiers 
I sy yent to. Gerda had never been to one be- 
d Very fore and it wasn’t long before she relaxed. 
cult ty oy 
: HAT WAS HOW it all started. Gerda e 
think helped me to gain a little understand- 6 
PU Said ing of classic music and the ballet and I poe 
_ PF explained jazz to her and taught her to 
thes jance the way we did in the States. We 
IKE to h other frequently, but we were Sa 
aw me eng so soft, shining... 
ist friends. Gerda was wonderful, intel- 
n ask. ligent, interesting and relaxing _to be so naturally beautiful 
sound. I never fancied myself in love 
Q - with her, that is until pe a her. New Long-Aid with K-7 helps short, 
abou} Thad gotten a weeks pass and gone to thin, too-curly hair look longer in 
ally, |} [ondon with some of the fellows from just 3 days! Contains extra-rich 
rstand | camp. From the moment I left Berlin, I lanclin to relieve dry, itching scalp. 
vould only think of Gerda. Nothing I did make hair look longer, softer, shinier. 
| teach} or saw in London interested me. After Long-Aid gives hair a protective 
me so three days I decided to return to Berlin. shield against dampness . . . helps 
It was early evening when I reached keep hair straighter, smoother! New 
Berlin, so I went straight to Gerda’s flat. miracle K-7 relieves itching irrita- 
t seen} From her third floor window she saw me tion, kills certain scalp bacteria. . . 
1 start | cet out of the taxi and rushed down to meet keeps hair fresh, clean-smelling. 
ive me} me. We met on the stairs and threw our- ONLY $1.00—Economy size $3.00. 
: selves into each other’s arms. It was won- 
he fol: | derful to know that she had missed me as 
m her} much as I missed her. We went to her flat 
arm in arm. 
1 look} “Gerda.” I said after we were inside, “I 
id.” | Jove you and I missed you so very much. 
dane-} | didn’t know how much I loved you or that 
Iloved you until I was away from you.” 
tter? Gerda fitted in my arms perfectly. just 
h my— as if she were designed for only them. 
Warmly she responded to my kisses. 
know} “Pye loved you for a very long time.” 
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to witness the ceremony. I was the hap- 
piest fellow in the world. That is, I was 
until we reached Gerda’s flat and she 
wasn’t there. 

[ just couldn’t believe it and I kept 
knocking until the lady across the hall 
came out and told me she saw Gerda leave 
the flat the day before and she had not 
seen her return. 

“Well. this is a twist,” one of the fellows 
said. “the bridegroom gets left at the 
iltar ey 

‘Better luck next time.” someone else 
= Lid 

Completely crushed inside by Gerda’s 
absence and humiliated by the teasing, I 
rushed out of the building. I still can’t 
remember where I went or what I did that 
night. All I know is that I woke up the 
next morning in my bunk. Some fellows 
told me they found me in a cafe so drunk 
[ could hardly stand up. 

Later that day I went to Gerda’s flat, but 
she hadn’t returned. I went again the next 
day only to find she wasn’t there. I took a 
lot of teasing from the fellows. “That chick 
just realized what she was getting herself 
into and cut out,” they would say. 

It was three days after what was to have 
been my wedding day and I was on my way 
to look for Gerda again when I got the 
My departure time from Berlin had 
been moved up and we were to leave that 
day. 

lo say that I was unhappy when I got 
on the boat would be an understatement. 
[ was miserable. but not half as miserable 
as I was when we landed in the States. 
Whenever things got dull on the boat, the 
fellows tried to have a little fun by teasing 
me about Gerda. 

[ wrote Gerda several times, only to have 
letters returned marked, “Not 


news, 


all my 
He re.” 
[ never completely forgot Gerda, but I 
guess time heals the wounds left by an 
insuccessful love affair. 
| T WAS ABOUT a year and half ago that 
I fell in love with Delores. She was a 
secretary for the real estate company where 
[ worked. I’d dated a lot of girls after I 
returned to the States. but I vowed to never 
fall in love again. Never again would a 
woman make a fool out of me. I’d dated 
Delores off and on for a long time before 
[ realized that she was a very sincere per- 
She was everything a fellow could 
want in a wife. She was pretty. intelligent, 
shared my interests and most of all, she 
loved me. At last. I thought I would have 
the home and wife I had longed for, but 
now it looked like I was going to lose her. 
[ couldn’t expect Delores to marry me with 
a young son. Sure, she loved children and 
we both wanted to have a family, but this 
was different. If she had known from the 
beginning I had a child, she might have 
accepted the idea. but I couldn’t expect her 
to accept it a month before the wedding. 


son. 


Could I just throw the letter away and 
forget I ever received it? No, I couldn't 
do that. it would be the same as throwing 
my child away. 

I was pouring myself another drink 
when there was a knock at the door. It 
was Bob Freeman. 

“Hi Bob,” I said. “come on in.” 

“Gee.” Bob said. “it’s warm in here. Why 
don’t you open the window?” 

“T had it opened.” I said, “but the noise 
of those children was beginning to bug 
me.” 

“You used to enjoy their noise and talk 
about when you would have children out- 
side playing.” Bob said, while pouring 
himself a drink. I looked at him, he was 
just as calm as ever. Bob never seemed 
to get upset or disturbed. He was always 
a clear logical thinker. “Have you heard 
from Gerda,” he asked. 

“Yeah. I got a letter today.” I said. 
“Tell me this, how did you find her? I 
tried, believe me. I tried to find her.” 

“Well.” Bob said settling down in a 
chair, “I was walking through a park in 
Berlin one day and I heard this woman 
frantically calling after this child that was 
about to run into the street chasing a big 
red ball. I ran and got him. As soon as I 
saw him I knew he was your child. I have 
never seen a kid look as much like a person 
as that boy looks like you. I took him back 
to his mother and she and I started talking. 
When I told her where I was from. she 
asked me if I knew you. She told me about 
the accident. the baby and all.” 

“Yeah. yeah.” T said. “Why isn’t she in 
a hospital?” 

“She wants to stay with the boy as long 
as possible and see if she can find a family 
to take him.” Bob said. “She is a very 
sick. but brave woman.” 

“Gerda is a very wonderful woman.” I 
said. 

“When are you going to send for the 
boy?” Bob asked me as calmly as if he 
were asking the time of the day. 

“T don’t know.” T said. 

“You don’t know.” Bob sitting 
straight up in his chair. “What do you 
mean? You talk like you aren’t sure you'll 
send for him.” 

“Bob,” I said. “You know Delores and 
I are planning to get married in about a 
month. How can [ tell her about my son? 
How can I ask her to be the mother of a 
young boy? She'll never believe I didn’t 
know I had a child until today.” I started 
pacing the floor. “Bob.” I continued, “I 
have a right to try to find happiness.” 

“And you think you can find happiness 
by marrying and hiding your child,” Bob 
said. “Paul, you and I have been friends 
as far back as I can remember and I have 
never been so disappointed in you.” Paul 
downed his drink, got up and said, “Okay, 
forgive me for giving Gerda your address. 
Tear up the letter and try to forget you 
have a child.” 


said 


Bob slammed his glass down on a tab 
walked over to me and said, “No one e 
may ever know about your son, but yq 
will everytime you hear people mentig, 
children. everytime you see or hear a chili 
What are you going to do, spend the reg 
of your life locked up in an apartment lik 
you are now to keep from hearing th 
laughter and noise of children?” 

“Don’t you think I feel bad enough 
about this?” I shouted. 

“You don’t feel half as bad as you ap 
going to feel.” Bob said. “Paul. if yq 
forsake that child you'll never find happj, 
ness with Delores or anybody else. Yoy 
conscience will beat at you until the da 
you die.” 

Bob slammed the door behind him » 
hard, I thought I felt the apartment shake 

I walked to the window and opened j 
The mothers were beginning to call their 
children in. I could still hear the laughter 
of the kids. The happiness. security an/ 
warmth those children experienced couli 
never be felt by children in an orpha 
home. The homes could provide them wit 
food. clothing and shelter, but never the 
love and care that only a parent can give 

Slowly. I walked to the desk. took out; 
piece of paper and wrote. 

“Dear Gerda. 

Here is the money for you to send littl 
Paul to me...” I told her how I had 
tried to reach her and that I was som 
fate had played such a trick on us. I of 
fered to give her any aid I could during 
her illness. 

After I finished the letter. I put it in m 
pocket along with the letter from Gerd: 
and went to Delores’ house. All the wa 
there I was desperately hoping she wouli 
understand and accept the situation. I still 
had a fear of losing Delores. but I felt: 
peace of mind for the first time since re 
ceiving Gerda’s letter. I was going to be 
honest with Delores. 


ELORES GREETED ME at the door 
with her usual warmth and cheerful: 
ness. 

“Hi Paul,” she said, “I didn’t know you 
were coming over tonight. What’s the mat 
ter? You look like you are carrying the 
weight of the world.” 

“Come on, get in the car.” I said. “Let: 
take a little ride.” 

We drove in silence out in the park near 
a little lagoon, and I stopped the car. 

“T have something to talk to you about,” 
I said finally. 

“Okay.” Delores said, “what is it?” 

“Well. Delores.” I said, trying to finl 
the right words, “I never told you befor 
because, well because I just didn’t think it 
was important, but I have been engaged 
before.” 

“But what has that got to do with us’ 
Delores said as a frown creeped across her 
brow. “You don’t still love her, do you! 

“No, no,” I said. “that’s not it. I havet! 
seen her for about five years. Well, 1g! 
this letter from her today, it will explait 
everything.” 
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{handed Delores the letter. She stared 
athe picture for a long time and then read 
ihe letter. I tried to see her expression, 
jut her face was down. I felt like I was 
gnding before a judge waiting to be sen- 
wnced. It seemed like it took her an eter- 
ity to read the letter, but I guess it was 
ily a few minutes. 

Finally she said. “When is the boy 
oming ?”” 

“| don’t know,” I said, “I’m going to 
end Gerda the money to send him here to- 
norrow. Delores, I have to. I’m sorry. but 
[just have to send for him.” 

“Of course you do.” Delores said slowly. 
“You would be less than a man if you 
fidn’t.” 

[heaved a sigh of relief, at least Delores 
mderstood my situation. 

“Delores. will you still marry me?” I 
yked, almost holding my breath for her 
answer. 


“Of course I will.” Delores said. “I love 
you. This isn’t the way we had planned it, 
but ’'m sure it will work out.” 

“Oh, Delores.” I said taking her in my 
arms, “I was so afraid you would decide 
not to marry me.” 

“Paul.” Delores said softly. “the worst 
thing that could ever happen to me would 
be to lose you. I can face anything as long 
as we are together.” 

Little Paul didn’t arrive until after De- 
lores and I were married. The town almost 
rocked with the gossip. A lot of people 
said she shouldn’t have married me. Others 
said that I knew about the child all the 
time. Delores never allowed anything that 
was said to keep her from being a wonder- 
ful mother and wife. 

I feel extremely fortunate to be married 
to a girl like Delores. She has taught me 
that a person must face his obligations. no 
matter what the price. THE END 








How Men Fall In Love With Women 


(Continued from Page 40) 


this concept is confused in the mind of one 
party of a marriage, near-bedlam can re- 
alt. Or when one party takes an unrealis- 
tic attitude toward the bond of matrimony. 
the realism of daily living can cause a rift 
that can never be mended. 

The story of Jack and Mary underlies 
this mistake. Always one to view romance 
and marriage in the idyllic vein of some of 
the popular love movies, Mary blissfully 
envisioned a neat suburban cottage. the 
patter of little feet and herself enfolded in 
Jack’s arms each evening. watching the 
sin slowly sink in the West. But the sun- 
light of idealism proved to be the rain of 
reality. Mary found that the little feet did 
not patter—they stomped. And continu- 
ously, And the neat little suburban cottage 
took long hours to keep that way. Her hus- 
band more often greeted her haggardness 
with a tired growl rather than a grin. 
Mary’s love could not exist in the midst of 
these realities. After a few years. they 
came to a parting of the ways. 

If necessary—and it often is 
an must take the initiative to illustrate to 
the man that she possesses the qualities he 
is seeking in a wife. Patricia was such a 
girl; she married the prize catch in her 
set, a promising doctor who had managed 
to elude the ladies and remain a lone wolf 
until he was 36. 

Patricia was only 23. but she was full of 
romantic knowhow—daring and _ sophisti- 
cated. She met her medic at a friend’s 
home and gave him an extra special, 
dimpled smile. Although she neglected to 
do so with others in the room, she took 
special care to shake his hand, and bubbled 
with her respect for the profession of med- 
cine. Realizing that men like to be re- 
‘pected for their special abilities, the posi- 
tion he occupies in his profession or trade, 
Patricia put her doctor friend on his medi- 
cal pedestal, and from then on it was up to 


the wom- 


him to live up to his reputation with her. 

Not the type to wonder about whether 
or not she should call a man, Patricia- 
after he took her out to dinner a few times 
and she was aware that she was “working” 

-called him at his office. She was shop- 
ping near his office. had seen the most at- 
tractive bag on sale but was short of seven 
dollars. Could he lend her the money? 

She had the money in her purse. but he 
worked in a clinic with a group of other 
doctors and she wanted to 
make her impression. She made a good 
one. When Patricia departed, his friends 
agreed that she was a lovely girl and he 
was a fortunate fellow. Pleased that his 
friends approved of his choice. the doctor 
pursued her with added zeal. Smart Pa- 
tricia knew not to be a clinging vine in 
their presence. Before long they loved her; 
so did the doctor. and Patricia had her 
man. 

The myriad reasons why a man falls in 
love with a woman grow. Some authorities 
that men fall in love with a woman 
because of her femininity. her 
way of caring for herself and others. Her 
qualities of tenderness and sympathetic in- 
sight and understanding. her friendliness, 
likeability, steadfastness and thoughtful- 
ness. 

Of course. the first attraction is physical, 
but the real test is whether a girl can sur- 
vive the unannounced pop quizzes. There 
is no one blueprint which is proper for 
every person, but there are certain condi- 
tions which must be fulfilled before love 
can become a reality. 

No matter what the pleasures of bache- 
lorhood—and they cannot be denied. for it 
is still a man’s world—you can be sure 
your hard-to-get man longs for companion- 
ship above all. and he must be reasonably 
assured that his longings are to be fulfilled 
if he is to be induced to give up his free- 
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Marriage Wrecker 


(Continued from Page 21) 


along, until suddenly Betty gave a sort of 
little shriek, as her glance went to her 
watch. “I can’t believe it! Two o’clock!” 

“Holy smoke!” I stood up and stretched. 
“Six-thirty is going to come awfully fast.” 

“Tt’s all my fault,” Betty said, “talking 
my head off.” She yawned. “I am sleepy, 
now. You’re so good to me, Don. I don’t 
know what I’d do if I couldn’t come here! 
[ hope it doesn’t bore you and Aunt Vir- 
ginia, having me around so much.” She 
looked up at me appealingly. 

“Don’t be a little sap—of course it 
doesn’t!” I put my arm around her and 
gave her a hug. Then, abruptly, I let her 
go and stepped back. I had liked having 
her in my arms, had liked it too darn 
much! “You scoot along now,” I said 
quickly, “before I turn the lights off.” 

I waited until I heard her go into Jin- 
nie’s room and close the door. Then I went 
quietly into our bedroom where Virginia 
would—I hoped—he asleep. She was, or at 
least she didn’t move. 


NEXT MORNING I just had time to 
~ ‘ gulp a cup of coffee and run. I hadn’t 
been able to hoist myself out of bed till the 
last minute. Betty, evidently, was still 
pounding her ear. I grabbed my hat and 
bent to kiss Virginia. She turned her head 
just then to say something to Donnie, so 
I pecked her cheek and tore off. 

As I drove home that evening Grace 
Tapping was just going up her front walk, 
her arms full of groceries. I waved, casual- 
ly but she tossed her head and glared at 
me. Getting screwier all the time, I 
thought. 

Dinner was a noisy affair with the kids 
in a bickering mood that was enough to 
drive a man nuts. I’d had a hard day, and 
I finally yelled, “Pipe down, or I'll bang 
your heads together!” 

“Don!” Virginia protested. “That’s no 
way to talk to them.” 

“Why isn’t it?” I demanded. “You’re 
always going on about discipline.” 

“Our ideas of discipline, like a lot of 
our other ideas, don’t seem to match.” 

“How do you mean?” I asked. 

She shook her head. “I’ve been think- 
ing all day that we’d have to have a talk, 
Don. Later, when the children are settled.” 

So I was in the doghouse! She knew 
how late I'd stayed up yakking away with 
Betty. You couldn’t blame her for being 
a little sore, I thought guiltily, even though 
there had been nothing really wrong about 
it. I could square things all right, though. 
After all, Virginia was a reasonable human 
being, I told myself. 

But we never had a chance for a quiet 
talk. Virginia was just getting the kids 
into bed when Betty turned up. She had 
had a letter from Ted saying he might get 
home saoner than he’d expected to, and 
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she was radiant. “Don’t get your hopes up 
too much,” I warned her. “He may just 
be latching onto a rumor.” 

Virginia came in. “The children heard 
your voice. Betty. and they won’t go to 
sleep until they see you.” 

Betty went off to see the kids, and Vir- 
ginia sat down, sighing. and rubbed at her 
eyes. She usually fixed up a bit for dinner, 
but tonight she hadn’t. She was wearing a 
faded house dress and didn’t have any lip- 
stick on, and her brown hair was just sort 
of pushed back. I noticed that her eyes 
were puffy. Maybe she should see a doc- 
tor, I was thinking, when the doorbell 
sounded. 


Tt WAS Grace Tapping. wouldn’t you 
know! “Well. Grace.” I said, “I didn’t 
think you’d come calling on us, the way 
you cut me this afternoon.” 

She stalked past me. “I didn’t come 
calling—I came to do my duty!” 

I closed the door, wondering if she’d 
gone off her rocker, and trailed after her 
into the living room. “Virginia,” she said 
breathlessly, “I’m fond of you and I want 
to save you—if it’s not too late, from the 
sort of thing that happened to me. If 
you’re too blind to see what’s going on 
around here, then you’ve got to be told!” 

“Grace—what on earth do you mean?” 
Virginia exclaimed. 

“Right here in your own living room!” 
Grace said indignantly. “It was bad 
enough when they spent all their time to- 
gether outdoors, while you slaved away in 
the house! Don’t think it hasn’t caused 
talk, either! But last night was the limit!” 
Her face was a dull red, and her eyes were 
little black beads. 

Virginia stood up. “I don’t understand 
just what you’re getting at, Grace.” 

“You soon will,” Grace told her, giving 
me a malevolent look. “I saw him take you 
out somewhere last night. and I never saw 
you come back. But he came back, all 
right, and that girl was here. I got up for 
a glass of water, and there they were, bold 
as brass, at two o’clock in the morning. 
All the shades up, and her in his arms! A 
pretty picture, I must say!” 

Fury shook me from head to foot. I 
choked back hot words, waiting for Vir- 
ginia to tell this woman off. But she only 
stood there, her fingers working together, 
her face as white as Grace’s was red. Good 
lord, she surely didn’t believe— 

“Look, Grace Tapping,” I exploded, “if 
you can get your mind up out of the gut- 
ter for a minute, let me tell you that Betty 
and I had a couple of sandwiches, talked 
about her husband, that I sort of patted 
her on the back, or something, and that 
was it!” 

I saw Betty in the doorway, her eyes 
wide and horrified. At the same time I 


realized that my explanation, even to ppihan the 
sounded a little feeble. That if I’d hf sephew’s 
any sense, I wouldn’t be in a_positigg She I 
where I had to make an explanation, [sould 
“Hah!” Grace said sarcastically, “Yl “Spendit 
can’t deny she was in some sort of loggf neighbor 
robe, can you? And the way you and g§fow do 
have been carrying on, you can’t tell »fare? L 
you were sitting around talking about bef joy the ‘ 
husband till that hour in the morning f fist tin 
Out of sight, out of mind, with some pg months, 
ple—” with a dé 
Betty gasped. suppose 
Virginia, at last. spoke, her voice Jy} arable, 
and steady. “You’ve got it all wroy wanted! 
Grace,” she said. “Don and I came hop§ witill a 
together, from the movies. Betty was bal 1 was 
sitting for us, and it was my robe she yaf on. beat 
wearing. since she was spending the nigh tough, s! 
I was right here in the house, and am§ seeing @ 
thing you saw, or thought you saw, wat “And— 
completely innocent, I assure you!” haven’t | 
Well, that should take the wind out yf ams.” 
Grace’s sails, I thought! But she keptaj “Virgi 
sputtering that maybe she’d had a {a} [told h 
things wrong, but all the same Virgini)f “That’s 
better wise up to the fact that I was am§ Do you” 
good, and that Betty was a sexy little mj She 1 
riage-wrecker. Virginia stared her dow} said thir 
and at last she flounced out angrily. Of cor 
“The trouble-making old biddy!” I sii} How cot 
furiously, as the door slammed. “Gos} beginnit 
Virginia, I’m sorry I let you in for that.” | Betty th 
“I’m sorry, too,” Virginia said in :} look go 
strained voice. There was something in he} ing her 
eyes, as she looked at me, that I coulda} house a 
quite figure. a teen-a 
Betty began to cry. “Oh, Don—oh, Auf self int 
Virginia—that horrible woman,” Betty. 
sobbed. “How could she think such awhi} to have 
things? And she says all the of the at me W 





oh, my gosh, what if some of the tall fatterin 
should get to Ted? Oh, I just could} me feel 
stand it if he should think—” She was d| single t 
most hysterical. worst 0! 
“Betty!” Virginia said crisply. “It’s w{ Virginia 
very likely that any of this should readj | look 
Ted, but if it ever does you must simpl} hair dis 
deny the whole thing. If we three stil} less and 
together, which of course we will, I’m su Virginia 
Ted will believe us.” expect 
“Y—yes, I guess so,” Betty snifileif surely | 
“After all, you wouldn’t be sticking up fef make a 
Don and me, unless you knew it was allif it. I hi 
bunch of lies!’ That stands to reason, +] make « 
I guess I'll go on home, now—I'm all in} wreckec 
riage-w1 
Almo 
knelt by 
around 
‘I love 
blind, s 
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see into 
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W HEN SHE’D GONE I put both hané 

on Virginia’s shoulders. “Thank 
honey, for being such a good sport. 
should have known I could count on yo 
For a moment. there. I was almost afrai 
you really believed that stuff.” 

She pulled away from me. “You 
count on me, yes,” she said slowly, “ti 
loyalty to the family. For trying to ti 
gossip that would injure the children, Té 
all of us. But as for believing ‘that stuf 
I’m not so sure just what to believe.” And the 

“Virginia! You can’t mean...” pair, or 
she was jealous; she did think I was #f ° Troon 
tracted to Betty! “My God,” I said # have ar 
grily, “I gave you credit for better sem) Will be. 
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thn that! To be jealous of your own 
yephew’s wife—a mere kid.” 

She burst in, her voice shrill. “You 
ould talk about sense!” she cried. 
Spending all your time with Betty—the 
yighbors talking—the house going to pot! 
How do you think I feel—or don’t you 
are? Last night you were too tired to en- 
joy the show or to stop for a snack! The 
fst time we'd been out together for 
nonths, and I might as well have been out 
witha dead body! Just exactly how do you 
auppose that made me feel? Not very de- 
irable, certainly! Not exactly loved, or 
yanted! But you weren’t too tired to stay 
yp till all hours with Betty!” 

I was aghast as her words went on and 
on, beating against my ears, piercing the 
tough, stupid hide that had kept me from 
eing anything but what I wanted to see. 
“And—” she was all choked up, “you 
haven’t explained why Betty was in your 
arms.” 

“Virginia, listen,” I said, “please listen.” 
[told her precisely what had taken place. 
“That’s all there was to it, I swear to God. 
Do you believe me?” 

She nodded. “Yes, I believe you,” she 
said thinly. But she still didn’t seem sure. 

Of course she wasn’t, I realized abruptly. 
How could she be? At last, vividly, I was 
beginning to see the whole business of 
Betty through Virginia’s eyes, and it didn’t 
look good. I had shut Virginia out, leav- 
ing her with all the responsibilities of the 
house and the children, while I made like 
ateen-ager with Betty. I had fooled my- 
self into thinking I just wanted to help 
Betty. What I had actually wanted was 
to have this attractive young girl looking 
at me with her big blue eyes, admiring me. 
flattering me, and yes, exciting me. Making 
me feel like a hot-shot! I hadn’t given a 
single thought to Betty’s reputation, or, 
worst of all, to what I might be doing to 
Virginia. 

I looked at her, slumped in a chair. her 
hair disheveled, her face drawn and list- 
less and plain. This was Virginia, my wife. 
Virginia, whom I loved. She had a right to 
expect a grown man beside her, and I 
surely hadn’t been that. It takes two to 
make a marriage—two people working at 
it I hadn’t been doing a darn thing to 
make our marriage good; I’d almost 
wrecked it. J was the one who was a mar- 
riage-wrecker. 

Almost—not quite, I hoped fervently. I 
knelt by Virginia’s chair and put my arms 
around her. “My darling,” I said humbly. 
‘I love you very much, and I’ve been a 
blind, stupid fool.” 

I poured it all out, and I don’t know if 
itmade much sense. But maybe she could 
see into my heart—as I had seen into hers. 
For at last her arms came around my neck, 
and her lips were on mine and I tasted her 
tears, and then we were clinging together. 
And there was no room between us for des- 
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pair, or anger or recrimination. There was 
20 room for anything but love. And, if I 
have anything to do with it. there never 

ill be. THE END 




















“This make-up base helps my skin problem” 


‘Like most teen-agers, my skin gets 
oily and I have trouble keeping my 
make-up looking fresh. But now that 
I use Black and White Vanishing 
Cream as a make-up base, I have no 
trouble. Make-up goes on smooth, 
and stays fresh looking.” 


Qnlons Hide, 


_Washington, D. C. 


If greasy lotions and foundation creams 
cause your make-up to smear, now try 
wonderful Black and White Vanishing 
Cream. It’s non-greasy. Keeps you 
looking your freshest and best at all 
times—without bothersome retouching. 
® Remove make-up with Black and White Cleansing 
Cream. Soften your skin with Black and White Cold 
Cream, Generous jars—only 35¢ each. 
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VANISHING CREAM 
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@ Where You Will Eat 
e@ Where You Will Sleep @ Where You Will Be Welcomed 


TMC GUIDE’S 87 pages of cheerful and helpful information will give 
you TRAVEL PEACE OF MIND. Your trip will be a happy one. 

1958-59 GUIDE covers U.S.A., CANADA and CARIBBEAN 
ISLANDS, Lists over 4000 Hotels, Motels, Resorts and places of 
You will be delighted with this wonderful GUIDE. Com- 
plete list of States which have Civil Rights Laws. 


: . ATTENTION 
Send $2.00 postpaid (Sorry, no C.0.D.) to: AGENTS — 

i doz. travel 

WALTER L. LOWE, PRESIDENT, $iz:00, Gan seit 
f TOURIST MOTOR CLUB INC., 6 E. GARFIELD BLVD., =10 Dee profit— 
DEPT. T-8, CHICAGO 15, ILLINOIS We pay postage 


"TRAVEL WITHOUT EMBARRASSMENT 


Embarrassment @ No More Discrimination 
KNOW BEFOREHAND: 
e@ Where You Will Relax & Play 
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MARCEL IRON — 
Size A—Light . 
e AA~B 
SizeC, Mediure’ ry 89 Size D, Heavy $1.89 
FRENCH IRON | Plain Handles . 


— OIL STOVE —~$249: 
Burns oo ape 342 : 
Extra wicks . 


- $1.89 | __—_ 
$2.29 
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Curved Teeth. Wood or wire handle 
BOBBY 
coms $400 
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13 for 59¢ mit 








pa ‘fs ee rye SEND NO ‘MONEY! For pressing short hair and ends. 
o (| or Siz x 
. Just pay postman on delivery 
COD’s | All Sizes plus postage charges. Write 
S20. Soboy” | Plain Hal. $2.95 5506 Gbwermen Aneoms PROFESSIONAL $9969 
cad Revol. Hdls. $3.49 Dept. 1706, Chicago 47. |BRASS COMB — Straight Teeth 2 






POEMS WANTED 


To Be Set To Music 
Send one or more of your best poems 
today for FREE EXAMINATION. Any 
Subject. Immediate Consideration. 
Phonograph Records Made 


CROWN MUSIC Co., 49 W. 32 St. Studio 769, New York 1 


ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 


Size 8 x 10 Inches 
on DOUBLE-WEIGHT Paper 
fame price for full length or bust 

is 4 








» etc., or enlargements of any 
part of a group picture. Original is 






returned with your enlargement. 


Send NoMoney 3 tor$]5° 


Just mail photo, negative or snap- 

shot (any size) and receive your enlargement, 
Tae van ged Saemees on ag ul double-weignt } 
portrait paper. Pay postman 67c fe 
posta. -<lb—y oe ée with order and we pay 

age. Take advantage of this amazing offer. Eendyour photos today. 


Professional Art Studios, 544 S. Main, Dept. 59K, Princeton, illinols 
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“MAMBO” 
Medalo Bop #220 


Styled differently for 
the uninhibited with 
a flare for the new 
creative spirit of life. 
hoice of clear 
tinted lenses. 


$325 











Protective Not Corrective 


Send for the free booklet showing sweet 


* and sassy bops. 
| GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, INC. 
Dept. YG-8 Brooklyn 35, N.Y. 




















Married To A Madman 


(Continued from Page 29) 


OHNNY MUST HAVE phoned I was 
“ coming. for his father was at the bus 
station to meet me the next morning. He 
seemed older and grayer than when I’d 
last seen him a few weeks ago. There were 
tears in his eyes as he caught my hands in 

rough grip. 

“I’m glad you came. Kathy! I hated to 
phone about Dave. but Johnny wouldn't 
forgive me if I hadn’t. Besides, I was 
s( ared.” 

“How is Dave?” I asked shakily. 

‘He started improving the moment I 
told him you were coming. We'll have 
breakfast at the house, then [ll take you to 
see him.” 

\fter he’d put my luggage in the car 
ind got in beside me, he paused with his 
hand on the ignition key. “What are your 
slans. Kathy? Johnny didn’t say. Are you 
going to marry Dave?” 

“TI don’t know. I’m not in love—just 
sorry for him.” 

He switched the key and started the car 
erkily. “Johnny pities him too, but I— 
Dave’s jealous of Johnny! I’ve seen the 
resentful way he looks at him, snipes at 
him—” 

“Maybe that’s because you’ve shown 
such favoritism. Dave’s your son, too!” 

He drove in silence for a while then said. 
‘Maybe ['m an unnatural father because 
[ can’t feel the same about one son as the 
ther. I’ve tried to. but Dave has been a 
trial ever since they were babies. Their 
mother felt sorry for him because Johnny 
was so much cuter and people made over 
him so much that Dave felt left out. She 
tried to even things up by training Johnny 
always to give in to him—and he kept on 
ifter she died. When they got too old for 
toys it was you. And I think that’s half the 
reason Johnny wouldn’t go into the store. 
He knew Dave wanted it and was more 
likely to need it. He could always get by 
himself. but Dave—. Maybe I’m wrong, 
but I never could see why Dave should be 
handed everything he wanted. I hoped 
when you went south you were going to 
marry Johnny.” 

“T was. but—he doesn’t love me enough.” 
The pain of that made my voice thick. If 
Johnny really loved me, he would have put 
sur happiness above Dave’s. All the long 
night on the bus I’d been realizing that 
more and more. I'd been telling myself it 
would he better to spend my life making 
Dave happy than to waste it in futile long- 
ing for a man who didn’t care enough. As 
Johnny had said, he played the field—there 
were plenty of women he could love. but 
there was only one for Dave, and I was the 
one. I'd said it was a burden, but I might 
find it a blessing too, if I made the most 
of it. 

\s we walked down the hospital corri- 
dor to Dave’s room my thoughts vaulted 


o 
JO 


ahead to the joy I’d see in Dave’s face. 
And [ wasn’t disappointed. He looked pale 
and weak propped up against the pillows. 
and his skin had faded under the freckles. 
But renewed hope gave his eyes an un- 
earthly brilliance and his lips trembled as 
he held out his arms to me. 

“Kathy—darling—I couldn't live with- 
out you!” he said. and as he held me close 
my heart seemed to melt with pity and af- 
fection. 

“Then you must get well fast.” I told 
him compassionately. “For I’m going to be 
right here.” Johnny’s right. I thought, it 
really is a responsibility to be loved like 
this. And if pity is akin to love. surely I 
could love Dave enough in time. 


AVE’S IMPROVEMENT 
* by leaps and bounds. Within a week 
he was able to leave the hospital, walking 
on shaky legs. but strong enough, he in- 
sisted. to go to the marriage license bureau. 

“You are going to marry me. aren’t you. 
Kathy?” he begged. “I can’t bear it if you 
keep me dangling any longer. Ill go 
crazy!” 

I must either go through with it now. I 
decided. or break off completely and never 
see him again—and I found I couldn’t do 
that. His childlike faith in me, the love 
shining in his eyes and trembling on his 
lips. brought a wave of tenderness to my 
heart that I thought must be the awakening 
of love. Besides Johnny was lost to me. I 
might as well find what happiness I could 
by helping Dave make the most of a life 
that might otherwise be blighted. 

So a week later we were married. Only 
Dad Powers and a few close friends at- 
tended. and I fought against a feeling that 
a trap was closing. For one panicky mo- 
ment as the minister spoke to me I almost 
turned and fled. Then I felt Dave tremble 
beside me and I knew I couldn’t hurt him 
by running away now. 

As we cut the wedding cake. someone 
asked why Johnny hadn’t come to his 
brother’s wedding. There was a_ sharp 
awkward silence that seemed to last for- 
ever before Dad Powers answered that 
Johnny was too busy. But Dave’s face had 
drained of all its gaiety. and his hand had 
tightened painfully over mine on the cake 
knife. 

Was he still jealous of Johnny? Or did 
he feel guilty about taking me away from 
him? It was something we hadn’t been 
able to talk about. Dave looked so hurt 
every time I tried to that I'd given up. His 
attitude said that whatever had happened 
between Johnny and me was something he 
wanted to forget. At times I had the feel- 
ing he wanted to forget he had a brother. 

After the brief reception we started on 
our honeymoon. We left the valley behind, 
traveled over an oil desert in the heat of 
the afternoon, pushed on through the Coast 


progressed 


Range mountains and found a cabin } 
the sea long after dark. 

The accommodations weren't first ra 
but we were too tired to look further, 
could smell the salt air and hear the bog 
of the surf. so I didn’t mind the cracks 
linoleum floor nor the sagging old daybg 
—until suddenly it reminded me of th 
housekeeping room in Los Angeles whey 
I'd had my one bitter-sweet taste of Joly 
ny’s love. That was something Dave my 
never know about, and in a frenzy to {y. 
get it myself I clung to Dave, trying toe 
joy the way he crushed my lips und, 
feverish pressure. I didn’t know if frigh 
or desire surged through me as his loy 
making became more impassioned, }j 
fingers almost bruising in their roving « 
resses. But suddenly he released me ay) 
said. “Let’s go out and have a cup of eg} 
fee—or a beer.” 

We found a place where we could orde 
drinks and dance to a juke box. but Day 
stopped in the middle of the first dance, 

“Guess I’m not as well recovered as! 
thought.” he said. leading me back to ow 
table. “I’m all in.” 

“We've had a long drive. Dave. Let's» 
back to the cabin.” 

He didn’t touch me until we were in bei 
Then he held me close and kissed » 
bruisingly until my lips felt numb from th 
mauling. His hands caressed my flesh wit 
such force I was almost frightened. The 
suddenly he thrust me away and stared y 
me in the shaft of moonlight from the wir 
dow. 

“Ive got to know,” he said in a choked 
husky voice. “I can’t get it out of my mini 
and it’s ruining everything! When John 
ny phoned about wanting to marry you ly 
said you’d proved your love for him. | 
want to know how! Did you give yours! 
to him?” 

I felt every muscle stiffen helplessly ani 
for a moment I couldn’t answer. 

“Did you?” he persisted savagely. his 
fingers biting into the flesh of my arm. 

“Dave. you’re hurting me! There ar 
lots of ways of proving one’s love, lots 0 
ways besides—” 

“T asked you a simple question and! 
want a yes or no answer! It won't mak 
any difference in my love—I won't let i 
I wanted you regardless. but I’ve got t 
know! Did you belong to Johnny?” 

I wanted to lie to him, but I was afrai 
I couldn't do it convincingly—especiall 
not after my initial hedging. 

“Don’t let it matter, Dave. It was jus 
once and neither of us meant to. We— 

“You can spare me the details.” It 
moved away and lay tensely on his baci 
“T had to know—so now I know.” he s#i 
in a dead voice. 

“I’m sorry Dave. I guess I should hat 
told you.” 

I lay for wakeful hours while Da 
tossed restlessly. I shouldn’t have me 
ried him with my guilty secret, 1 thougt 
How could I make him happy if he 
tinued to be jealous of Johnny and th 
brief passion we’d shared? 
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HE NEXT MORNING we started ear!) 
ro drove up a winding highway along 
the coast. It was harvest time in the arti- 
choke fields and sometimes we stopped to 
yatch the workers, or to pick up seashells 
wd driftwood on the beach, or to sample 
gafood at little taverns along the way. 
But we did very little talking and there 
yas something grimly frightening about 
the silence. 

In the late afternoon a storm came up. 
gpilling clouds over the sky. lashing the 
geen water into a froth of whitecaps. Dave 
stopped the car on a windswept point high 
above the sea and sat gripping the wheel. 

“When I think of you and Johnny.” he 
aid through tight lips, “I feel like driving 
wer this cliff and ending the whole thing!” 

“Dave. you said you'd forget! It’s all in 
the past—every bit of it. You’re the one I 
love now and all I want is to make you 
happy. me a chance. darling— 
please!” 

With a choked cry he caught me close. 
‘Tye got to believe you. Kathy, or I'll go 
crazy. But what if that memory won’t let 
me alone! What if it bothers me subcon- 
sciously—the way things always have until 
sometimes I’ve almost hated my 
brother! What if it robs me of my man- 
hood so I can never—” 

“Tt won't. darling. if you'll just put it all 
out of your mind. You were tired last night 
and you’ve been ill. Just be patient and 
happy, and remember I love you. Look. 
honey. there’s a cute little motel right back 
of us. Let’s stop for the night. What you 
need more than anything is a good rest. 
You hardly slept a wink last night.” 

He stared down at the boiling sea below 
the cliff. but gradually his tension relaxed. 
He swung the car back on the highway 
and coasted down to the motel. 

It was a much nicer cottage than the 
one we'd had last night. but it made no 


Give 


own 


diference. Dave insisted on making love 
and once again worked himself into a 


frenzy of mauling caresses. but they ended 
only in sobs of frustration. 

“You need more rest.” I told him. “Let’s 
not drive on tomorrow. Let’s stay here all 
week and enjoy the beach.” 

There was a little cove where we could 
swim in the breakers and lie on the warm 
sand. There was also a dock where boats 
could be rented and we took one out. 

Dave relaxed more in the daytime, but 
his lovemaking at night was still beset 
with frustration. But he wouldn’t give up. 
Every night he struggled desperately for 
fulfillment—and finally he 
though it was rather a dubious success and 
over much too soon. 

“I suppose Johnny was more thrilling.” 
he said bitterly, 

“Dave, you've 


succeeded, 


got to quit resenting John- 
hy or making comparisons. It could ruin 
our marriage. Can’t you believe I love you 
dearly and everything will be all right?” 
But everything wasn’t all right, and i 
got worse after we settled down at aaa 


Dad Powers wanted us to live with him. 
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A prettier you in only minutes. For pure allure... for a skin 
that’s silky smooth... for lips he can't wait to kiss, make Fleur 
de Gloire cosmetics a beauty “must”. These famous glamour 
aids in specially blended shades keep you lovely looking 
hour after hour. Watch the love-light grow in his eyes 
when you use Fleur de Gloire. 
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FLEUR DE GLOIRE 
COMPLEXION 
POWDER... 
New exclusive “drying” action for 


the velvety look. Hides 
blackheads, big pores. Lanolized. 


> 
FLEUR DE GLOIRE 
LIPSTICK 


Moist and magnetic! tndelible... 
won't smear. 





FLEUR DE GLOIRE 
VANISHING CREAM 


... New tonal shades. A “‘base’’ under complexion 
powder. Protects and nourishes skin. 





BEAUTY TIPS! Send today for: So You Want to be 
Beautiful” the fascinating booklet by a world famous 
beauty expert. Write Box T, Bokay, 212 5th Ave., N.Y. 10. 
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ROCK & ROLL 
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and since Dave agreed readily, I did too. 
I enjoyed taking care of the big house I’d 
always loved, and cooking for the two men. 
The surface of our days was very pleasant. 
It was after we went to bed that the night- 
mare began. 

Dave’s passionate desire to become a 
competent lover was like an obsession, and 
I knew his impotence stemmed from the 
knowledge that I had weakly given in to 
my love for Johnny. I could only hope that 
in time Dave would be able to forget. 

It wasn’t long before I realized I must 
be pregnant, and the doctor confirmed my 
suspicions. I was delighted—and I con- 
fided the news happily to Dave in the hope 
that fatherhood would make him feel so 
virile that more of his attempts at love- 
making would be crowned with success— 
in time, perhaps, all of them. 

But his first words were, “Whose baby 
is it? Mine, or—” 

“Yours of course, Dave! It’s got to be 

“T’ll know when I see it.” he said wanly. 
“Pll know!” 

We agreed that if it were a boy we'd 
name him Timothy, after Dad Powers, and 
the moment I saw little Timmie I knew he 
was going to look like Johnny. I steeled 
myself against the dismay in Dave’s eyes 
when he and his father came to the hos- 
pital to see him. Before Dave could say 
anything. Dad Powers boomed, “He’s a 
beautiful baby. Kathy! He looks just like 
Dave’s mother. When you come home Ill 
show you the album with her baby pic- 
tures.” 

Dave didn’t say anything. but the look 
in his eyes. the white tenseness about his 
mouth, told me that now he’d never be able 
to forget my love for Johnny. He’d have 
a living reminder of it. 
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W HEN WE brought the baby home a 
sunny downstairs room had been made 
into a pink and white nursery. I found it 
was Dad Powers, not Dave, who had 
ereated it and shopped eagerly for furni- 
ture. He was crazy about his little name- 
sake grandson from the first, bringing 
friends in to see him. heading for the 
nursery the moment he got home. Dave 
sometimes put on a show of interest in the 
child. but it was obvious he could never 
helieve Timmie was his son. 
When I brought Timmie to our bed for 
a late nursing one night I held him out to 
Dave, but Dave shrank way. “Don’t ask 
me to touch him! T have to pretend he’s 
mine because no one must ever know the 
truth! But don’t expect me to like him!” 
Except for his feeling about the baby. 
our marriage was better. With my preg- 
nancy over. Dave had less difficulty with 
his lovemaking. It gave me no pleasure, 
but it brought him a certain amount of 
satisfaction. and that was a relief to me. 
[ accommodated myself to his erratic 
moods. and found my real joy in caring 
for my little son. 
Timmie had become an adorable, curly- 
haired toddler when Dad Powers had a 
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serious heart attack. Scarcely conscious, 
he begged us to send for Johnny, which of 
course we did right away, and Dave went 
to meet him at the airport. 

I trembled at the thought of the brothers 
meeting again, for Johnny hadn’t been 
home since our marriage. I shook worse 
at the thought of seeing Johnny myself. I 
mustn’t let it mean a thing. I resolved 
sternly. Everything between us was ended. 
Above all I mustn’t give the slightest hint 
that Timmie was his son. Even if he 
guessed, the possibility mustn’t be men- 
tioned. Dave made that clear, but I told 
him he needn’t worry. I didn’t want John- 
ny to know either. 

I couldn’t see their faces clearly when 
Dave and Johnny came into their father’s 
darkened room. Johnny took his dad’s 
hands and said. “You’ve got to get well, 
Dad. I’ve been thinking we ought to go on 
a fishing trip. the two of us.” 





Advice to a Heart 


“Never wear your heart.” they 
said, 

“Plainly on your sleeve 

Hide the feeling that you have. 

Or your love will leave.” 


So I hid the love I felt 

With a careless art 

That is how I lost my love 
To one who showed her heart. 


—TIris D’Arcy 





“You're a good boy.” his father whis- 
pered. “You were always a good boy, but 
you’ve been gone too long. Come home 
and stay.” 

“Sure, Dad. sure,” Johnny agreed, for 
we knew Dad wouldn’t live long enough to 
see the promise kept. 

I looked up at Dave who stood behind 
Johnny, and saw the old bitterness as he 
snapped up the window-shade. Dying. as 
living, their father preferred Johnny. cling- 
ing to his hand until he went to sleep. 
Then. for the first time, Johnny’s eyes met 
mine across the bed, and the impact was as 
if he’d shoved a great weight against me, 
making my heart stop for a moment before 
it started beating double time. 

I heard a call from the nursery and went 
thankfully to take care of Timmie who was 
waking from his nap. I’d just dressed him 
when I heard voices in the hall. Dave was 
saying in a voice loud with forced pride, 
“Wait till you see our kid!” 

They came into the room and Dave 
tried to catch Timmie up in his arms. But 
he’d never done such a thing before—he’d 
been such a stranger that Timmie scurried 
fearfully over to me. 

“Come on, Tim,” Dave urged. “Say hello 
to your Uncle Johnny. Don’t be afraid of 
him!” 
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He still doesn’t. He’s just hanging on to 
his share to be mean. By rights he should 
wm everything over to me—he’d still get 
slong okay.” 

I stared at him baffled. “How on earth 
do you figure. Dave? Johnny has always 
given in to you. but that doesn’t mean he’s 
obliged to. or that there’s anything fair 
about it. Johnny has as much right to half 
of Dad’s estate as you have!” 

He turned on me viciously, grabbing me 
by the shoulders. “You're still in love 
vith him! You wish you’d married him! 
You want to take everything away from me 
and—” 

“Stop it, Dave! You’re hurting me!” 

His fingers trembled and dropped from 
my shoulders. “I can’t help it,” he mut- 
tered, turning away. “It drives me crazy 
to see him near you, to see him holding 
Timmie as if—. We'll get things straight- 
ened out tomorrow so he can leave.” 

I got into bed and pulled up the covers, 
hoping the scene was over, but he came 
hack to me with narrowed eyes. “Has he 
been making love to you?” 

“Of course not! Get ready for bed and 
let’s get some sleep.” 

He muttered to himself as he undressed. 
His arms were shaking when he pulled me 
violently close, and once again his kisses 
had the flavor of desperation as he mauled 
my lips. His caresses grew more and more 
impassioned until finally they subsided in 
sobs of frustration. For the first time since 
Timmie’s birth, Dave’s lovemaking was a 
total failure no matter how frantically he 
strained to possess me. 

‘Tve got to do something,” he moaned 
between shuddering sobs. “It’s robbing me 
of my manhood—I’ve got to do some- 
thing!” 

I don’t know whether Dave slept or not. 
for he was sitting by the window when I 
awoke at daylight. He still wore his bath- 
robe, but he had shaved and his hair was 
damp from the shower. 

“Good morning sweetheart.” he said. 
coming over to sit on the bed and kiss me. 
His kiss was oddly gentle after his stormy 
caresses of last night. and there was an 
expression in his eyes I had never seen 
before. The pupils seemed to dilate and 
shrink while the eyeballs roved as if he 
couldn’t quite meet my gaze. 

“You—you look different.” I quavered. 
feeling a nameless dread take hold of me. 

“Maybe I am different! I feel like a 
New person—gloriously new—with every 
problem solved. It’s all so simple. Let’s 
have breakfast now. shall we? I think 
Johnny’s already getting Timmie up—I 
hear voices in the nursery.” 
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HAD BREAKFAST ready and Dave 

was at the table reading the morning 
Paper when Timmie came running in, 
dressed and washed, his eyes shining with 
the fun he’d been having. Johnny was be- 
hind him and lifted him up to the high 
chair. For a moment Timmie’s little arms 
clung to Johnny, refusing to let go. My 
heart did a quick turnover as I watched 


them laugh into each other’s faces with 
identical dark eyes. freshly combed hair 
springing into identical waves above broad 
foreheads. I glanced fearfully at Dave to 
find him watching too. an excited look in 
his eyes as he moistened his lips and drew 
a sharp breath. It he’d 
seized by some strange. thrilling obsession. 

“Bib!” Timmie letting go of 
Johnny’s neck. “Unky John put on bib!” 
So Johnny laughed and tied on the bib. 

“That young rascal’s going to miss you,” 
Dave said smoothly. too smoothly. “Why 
don’t you stick around another week or so? 
It'll give us a chance to relax after the 
strain we’ve been under.” 

“T might do that.” Johnny said. his eyes 
lovingly on Timmie. “I’m due for a vaca- 
tion anyway.” 

“I have a better idea.” Dave went on, 
still in that silky tone. “Let’s all have a va- 
cation. I need to get away for a while now 
that—Well. it’s going to seem strange 
without Dad. I'd like to clear out for a 
week or so and get my bearings. I could 
turn the store over to old Benny and we 
could head for the coast—look for some of 
the spots where Kathy and I spent our 
honeymoon.” 

I knew a hard twist of fear. It seemed 
entirely out of character for Dave to want 
Johnny and our child with us in any of the 
spots we’d known on that frustrated honey- 
moon. But nothing about Dave seemed in 
character this morning. and I couldn’t 
escape the feeling there was something 
sinister behind it. Yet in the face of his 
new pleasantness. I hated to suggest it. 

My fear grew as the men plunged into 
plans to leave early the next day. poring 
over maps and lists until Dave was late to 
work. 

“I’m frightened.” I said after he’d gone. 
Johnny had put Timmie in his playpen 
and was helping me with breakfast dishes. 

“Frightened? Of what?” 

“It just isn’t like Dave to plan this trip.” 

“No. but I’m glad he’s decided to relax. 
And while we’re on the subject. I want you 
to know I appreciate vour making him so 
happy. He told me on the way from the 
airport how wonderful you’ve been—Dad 
said so in letters. too. So it was best for 
you to marry him. wasn’t it? I’d never 
have felt right if I’'d taken you away from 
him. Dave had so little pleasure as he 
grew up—and now you’ve brought him real 
happiness. You’re his whole world. You 
and Timmie.” 

I couldn’t answer. 

“T really think Dave needs to get away 
from the store.” Johnny went on. “Dad 
told me Dave takes it more seriously than 
he ever did himself. A trip will be good 
for him.” 

“But why does he include you, Johnny? 
He—sometimes he acts as if he hates you, 
then—” 

“I know. I’ve felt it. But I hope this 
means he’s getting over it. He’s been un- 
der a strain, but I think he’ll be all right 
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now. 


was as if been 


cried. 
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I wished I thought so. I didn’t argue for 
I had little on which to base my fears ex- 
cept the intimate things only a wife knows 
about her husband. I couldn’t discuss 
those with Johnny. 

Dave came home 
thing was arranged. 
the nursery, getting 


early, saying every- 
Johnny and I were in 
Timmie up from his 
nap. 

“Let me dress him.” Dave said. “I’ve 
been so busy since he was born I’ve hardly 
had a chance to get acquainted. Now Ill 
take time.” 

He reached for Timmie who immediately 
erabbed for Johnny and cried, “Want 
Unky John!” 

Johnny laughed and handed Timmie his 
shoes and socks. “Go show your daddy 
how to put them on.” he said, and to my 
relief Timmie obeyed. I watched Dave 
struggle with the unaccustomed task and 
[ tried to read the expression in his face, 
but he seemed to be keeping it carefully 
blank. 

All evening Dave was merrily agreeable 
as we packed for an early start in the 
morning. Alone in our bedroom he went 
right on with the pose—if that’s what it 
was. I couldn’t shake off the feeling that 
something was wrong. 


HE MEN rode in front. taking turns 

driving, while I made the back into a 
sort of playpen for Timmie so he wouldn’t 
mind the long trip. 

ft was about noon of the second day 
when we arrived at the motel where Dave 
and I had spent a week of our honeymoon. 
While he registered I gazed up the road to 
the lookout point on a promontory high 
above the rocky surf. I remembered Dave’s 
threat to drive over that cliff in his frus- 
tration, and a shudder went through me. 

But there was nothing of that frenzy 
about him now as he parked the car in the 
carage between the two units we were to 
occupy. Johnny offered to take Timmie. 
as he had the night before. so Dave and I 
could be alone. Last night Dave had been 
oddly detached. but now he wanted to 
make love the moment we settled down to 
rest during Timmie’s nap time. 

“This is like a second honeymoon,” he 
aid, and it was—but not the way he in- 
tended. Once again his frenzied lovemak- 
ing ended in frustration. Instead of sob- 
hing his despair, however, he became grim. 
His eyes. as he gazed at me. again showed 
the shrinking and dilating of pupils that 
had filled me with dread the first morning 
of his changed attitude. 

He was pleasant though as we dressed 
ind went to the beach. The four of us 
played in the shallow surf. then stretched 
out on the warm sand to dry. 

“Does he seem strange to you. Johnny?” 
! asked once when Dave had taken Timmie 
for a walk to look for seashells. “I mean. 
do you feel that something’s wrong with 
Dave?” 

“Why no!” Johnny looked at me in sur- 
prise. “He seems more agreeable than I’ve 
ever known him.” 

62 


“That’s what I mean! 
me!” 

He laughed and patted my hand. *Aren’t 
you conjuring up ghosts? It does me good 
to see him so happy.” 

My fears wouldn’t subside. however, and 
that night it was worse than ever. His 
lovemaking had all the frantic passion and 
shamed failure of our wedding night, and 
we were both exhausted before he finally 
gave up and let us get some sleep. 

The next morning at breakfast he sug- 
gested deep sea fishing. “Remember the 
boat we had one summer when we were 
kids?” he reminded Johnny. and_ they 
launched into plans to get a boat from the 
place we’d rented them on our honeymoon. 

I was more afraid than ever. but when 
I tried to beg off. saying [I'd rather keep 
Timmie on shore. Dave wouldn't hear of it. 

“He'll get a big kick out of watching us 


And it frightens 





Flirtation 
You smile at me so ardently. 
You compliment my charms. 
And wonder why I’m not in haste 
To fall into your arms 


I'd rather be quite wise. my dear. 
Than to be one who weeps: 
While you might play at love for 
fun, 
| play the game for keeps! 
—Pauline Booker 





pull in the fish.” he argued. “We'll get a 
cabin cruiser with a couple of bunks below 
so he can have his nap. and he'll be fine.” 

Johnny too scoffed at my fears so I let 
myself be persuaded. By noon [ could 
laugh at my own worries. for we had a 
grand morning of fishing. The men rigged 
up a little harness for Timmie so I could 
give him some freedom yet keep safe hold 
of him. By his nap time. after hours of 
sailing over the bright water with wind 
and spray in our faces. I was ready for 
some sleep too. So when Dave suggested I 
sack out in the other bunk and make up 
for the sleep I’d lost last night. it sounded 
like a good idea. 


HE CHUGGING of the motor put me to 
sleep—but I woke up to the frantic 
sound of Dave’s sobbing. For a moment I 
couldn’t think where I was. but I realized 
Dave was shaking me. “They’re gone!” he 
was crying. “I couldn't find them!” 
“What do you mean? Who’s gone?” I 
sprang from the bunk to paw through the 
tumbled covers of the other one. “Where 
is he?” I shrieked. “Where’s Timmie?” 
“That’s what I’m trying to tell you! I 
came and got him when he woke up. so you 
could sleep longer. [I let Johnny have him 


while | took the wheel—but he must hay 
forgotten to watch him. I heard him shoy 
that Timmie was overboard, then } 
jumped after him. I stood by, waiting, 
help them back on board when they cay 
to the surface, but they never came up 
neither of them!” 

He recited it like something hej 
learned. His eyes, with their pin-point py 
pils, had a crafty look. I grew sicker wi, 
every dip and roll of the little cruiser, | 
pounded his chest weakly, as in a nigh. 
mare, and sobbed, “You did it yoursel! 
That’s why you wanted to make the trip! 
You planned to get rid of them!” 

“Don’t you dare say that!” He grabbe 
me and began to shake me. “We won't y 
back to shore until you promise never 
say such a thing again—or even think it!” 

| looked into his frenzied face and kney 
I was looking into the eyes of a madma, 
His jealousy and resentment had becom 
such an obsession it was a force strong: 
than his reason. But there was nothing 
{ could do about it out here on the oceay 
Somehow, even now, I had to get hold ¢ 
myself. 

“We must hurry to shore,” I cried, “an 
notify the Coast Guard!” 

[ jerked free of him and ran up th 
companionway. He was right behind m 
“Why don’t we just forget it?” he beggei 
taking the wheel. “There’s nothing to lk 
done about it now. It will just cause a |i 
of trouble if we report it.” 

“Dave. you know better than that!” | 
tried to keep my voice calm in spite of the 
erief and panic tearing at me as [ stare 
at the empty ocean. I had only one hop 
—to get back to shore and the Coast Guar 
before it was too late. Maybe. by some 
miracle, Timmie and Johnny could still ke 
found. I didn’t see how I could bear itil 
they weren’t—but F mustn’t think of tha 
now, 

“We'd be in lots worse trouble if we 
didn’t report it,” I told Dave, reasonin 
with him as if he were a child. I knew nov 
he must be deranged, and [I tried to think 
of all I’d ever heard or read about tle 
mentally ill—how clever and crafty the 
could be in their distorted reasoning. \ 
telling what he might do if I didn’t fii 
the right thing to say. 

“Look Dave.” I urged, tugging at hi 
arm as he steered doggedly ahead towatl 
the open sea, “You can’t claim Johnny’ 
share of the store and house until you fur 
nish proof of his—” I almost choked « 
the word, but I finally got it out in a ner 
mal tone. “of his death.” 

He turned the boat slowly back. “It 
got to know one thing.” he said. his evé 
crafty and narrow as they met mine. “Will 
you promise never to let this make any tit 
ference? You’ve got to believe in me—" 
we'll never go back! Neither of us.” 

“Yes, I'll believe in you.” I said grimly 
To myself I added, I'll believe in yo! 
madness. I should have seen it before 
the symptoms were there but I'd bet 
afraid to examine them. 

As we approached shore he caught ™ 
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gm in a painful grip. “Tl do the talking 
yhen we report it. You don’t know a thing 
_you were asleep w hen it happened.” 

Nothing would be gained by voicing my 
uspicions now, so as long as Dave made 
the report as accurately as I could judge, I 
let him go ahead. When he told the officers 
he was “taking me home to rest. I went 
along meekly. I sank to the bed. shaken 
yith pent-up sobbing that would break 
out in wild hysteria if I once gave in to it. 
{still had the feeling that if only I could 
wake up. it would all turn out to be a 
dream. 

Then Dave tried to take me in his arms. 

“No!” I gasped. shuddering away from 
him. “No Dave—not now!” 

“Yes, now! It’s the first time they'll have 
no part of you—they can never come be- 
tween us again!” I pushed back from his 
rough embrace and met his gaze. Instead 
of matching the fury of his arms, his face 
was blank and smiling. Fear ran through 
me like a weakening drug and I sagged 
against him. 


HAVE NO coherent memory of the next 

half hour—or maybe it was longer. 
There are snatches of remembrance, like 
fashes on a screen. showing Dave’s grin- 
ning teeth while his body writhed 
mine until his grin became a brutal 
ace. His caresses were torment, but I was 
almost too numb to feel them. What I re- 
member most was the desolation of his 
fnal panting cry. “It’s no use—it was all 
for nothing! Johnny got the best of it 
again. He robbed me of my manhood and 
took it to the bottom of the sea!” 

Suddenly he was quiet and I was con- 
the 


over 
grim- 


scious of sound outside room—a 
heavy pounding at the front door. Dave 


After 


ran back to seize me 


one 
stricken glance he 
with fierce hands. 


“Come on—we've got to get out of 
here!” He was dragging me toward the 


door that led to the garage between the 
two cabins. I tried to hold back, but I was 
no match for his maniacal strength. 

Iscreamed and the pounding at the front 
door grew louder until wood splintered un- 
der the attack. At that sound Dave let go 
of me and bolted into the garage by him- 
self, slamming the door after him. 

“Are you all right?” 
ing. helping me up from the floor where I'd 
fallen when Dave let go. I thought I must 
be dreaming again—a wonderful dream 
this time, for it sounded like Johnny. 

I brushed the darkening haze from my 
eyes and saw that it was Johnny. then Tim- 
mie was in my arms and Johnny was hold- 
ing us both tight as I sobbed with relief. 

“Where’s your husband?” someone else 
was asking urgently, 


someone was ask- 


and I realized there 
were police officers in the room. One of 
them opened the garage door just as the 


ar roared into life and shot out onto the 


highway, 
The officers ran out front where a police 


Car Was waiting. but before they had it in 


motion [| knew it was too late. Dave had 
come abreast of the lookout point on the 
cliff, and I cried out a futile warning as I 
saw what he was going to do. 

Without slackening speed. he swerved off 
the highway and out to the promontory 
where he broke through the guard rail and 
plunged over. We heard his mad, despair- 
ing wail above the roaring of the motor as 
the car disappeared from sight to crash 
in the rocky surf below. I knew he must 
be dead. long before his lifeless body was 


brought to shore. 

T? WAS quite a while before we could 
talk about it all calmly. then Johnny 

told me of that afternoon on the boat. 

“T was at the wheel.” he said. shudder- 
ing with the memory. “I didn’t even know 
Timmie was awake until I heard him cry 
out. I turned just in time to see him splash 
into the water. Something about Dave’s 
position at the rail warned me he might 
have tossed the child in—and I knew I was 
right when he turned to me. He’d gone 
completely mad. Kathy. It was in his 
in his taunt when he asked me if I wasn’t 
going to jump in after the kid. He knew 
I would. of course. so he went to the wheel 
and gunned the motor. That’s why he 
didn’t see me grab a couple of life pre- 
servers—the Mae Wests folded under the 
The minute I went overboard he 
roared off in the boat—anxious to get out 
of sight of us. I suppose. before you woke 
up. The Mae Wests kept us afloat. but I 
long Timmie could take 
It’s a good thing you got 


face, 


seat. 


wasn’t sure how 
that cold water. 
the Coast Guard on the job right away.” 
“Dave wouldn’t have let me if he’d 
known had life must 
have been an awful shock to him when he 
looked out the window and saw you.” 


you preservers. It 


“T know. That’s when life became too 
much for him to face. Or maybe it had 
been too much for him all along—that’s 
why he lost contact with reality. Poor 
Dave.” 


Poor Dave? Maybe that was his biggest 
trouble. I thought. Beginning with his 
people had said, “Poor Dave” be- 
cause he wasn’t as fortunately endowed as 
his twin brother. Instead of being taught 
to face that fact and make the most of what 
he had. he’d been indulged to such a point 
he took indulgence for granted as his right. 
His father’s had added to his 
confusion—and I hadn’t been any real help 
to him either. 

3ut through it all, I reflected. Dave was 
the one who had indulged himself the most. 
who had let greed, jealousy. and self-pity 
distort his thinking until it was divorced 
from reality. 

We could spend the rest of our lives re- 


mother. 


rejection 


gretting Dave. but nothing would be 
gained. It’s better to consider and plan 


for the future. We have Timmie. and we'll 
have our love—just as we should have 
long ago if we hadn’t let pity deteriorate 
into a weakening form of indulgence. 


THE END 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
} 
| 
| 





IT COVERS GRAY HAIR 





Wm. J. Brandt's 


LIQUID 


EAU 


DENNA 
HAIR 
COLORER 


will cover gray 
















e application 
with a toothbrush 
or i 


No pack. No mess. N 
ANYONE CAN PUT IT ON AT HOME 
YOU SAVE TIME AND MONEY 
No one will suspect your hair has been dyed. Leaves 
it soft and lustrous — no dead ee no > eam 

“PONTILL a uniform color if properly RE DDI! ec 

WILL NOT TURN THE HAIR REDDISH 
It will not rub off. stays on several months. 
Shampooing, = mF 











how caused, 


nderful, for touching Up 


Wo 
You can put it on an be used 


rice: per 
s - 5 . (including 
Federal tax). Order through your department store, 
druggist or Ss. e full local address. Money 
back if not entirely satisfied 


HAIR SPECIALTY co. 
Dept. T-8, 112 E. 23rd St., New York 10, N. Y. 


Men as well as women can use Eau Denna to advantage. 














wHaT Your Handwriting 
SAYS ABOUT YOU CAN / 


CHANGE YOUR FUTURE e 


USE THIS VITAL KNOWLEDGE FOR 
GREATER SUCCESS AND HAPPINESS! 


Think how you can make more friends, improve 
your job, have more fun, more success, when you 
know the hidden secrets of your real self! 

Learn these secrets from a handwriting expert! 
Write 50 words or more for a true, scientific 
analysis—get this vital self-knowledge now! 
Know who your true friends are. Have their hand- 
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Sammy Davis Jr., Loray White 


(Continued from Page 13) 


Sammy, felt “he’s just the man for me,” 


and believed, with all her heart, “I’m just 
the woman for him.” 

Even to the cynics it certainly must have 
seemed Loray was right; at first anyway. 
Sammy tucked his bride away on one of 
the tallest of the Beverly Hills in a five- 
room bungalow (with swimming pool) for 
which he paid $450 a month rent. 

“T put her up in a pad higher than my 
own,” Sammy recalled. “She was the first 
Negro woman to live up there.” 

“And, those first days were something 
else,” Loray confided. “There was never a 
lover like Sammy, believe me he was some- 
thing else. Going to him was like going 
to God, I mean like when you pray, it’s 
sincere and you want to give it everything 
you've got. It was a complete communion.” 

But despite the early bliss, the sweet- 
ness soured somewhere and when Sammy 
was in town he began stopping at his own 


house half-way down the hill, and never 
again went to the top where Loray lived. 
Both denied their house was divided. But 
even the most naive found it hard to be- 
lieve when they saw Sammy and his party 
leaving Los Angeles night clubs while 
Loray and her party were entering. Not a 
word of recognition passed between the 
exiting and entering pair. 

Loray, when asked, shouted her love for 
Sammy, but the little entertainer would 
not discuss it. And before the January 
1958 marriage was a year old, the pair had 
lost contact. 

“He won’t talk to me by phone,” Loray 
complained last November: “All his em- 
ployees say is ‘I’ll tell him you called,’ but 
he never returned it.” 

In mid-1958 Loray’s voice went out like 
a light and she underwent an operation to 
restore it. Then, to make matters worse, 
she fell ill and had to undergo major sur- 
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never know how softly straight and 
easy-to-manage your hair can be! 
That’s because Perma-Strate is the 
proven cream formula.that gives you 
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tion lasts 3 months or longer, letting 
you comb, dress, or style your hair ex- 
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heavy, greasy dressings. It’s the modern 
way, the proven way .. . the BEST 
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perfectly care for their straight hair 
problem. Next time insist on genuine 
Perma-Strate ... the world’s largest 
selling cream hair straightener. 


As Recommended by Bill Doggett and Ruth Brown 


At ope. Only $2 plus tax for Com- 
fete Kit .. . including Perma Dandruff- 
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gery that almost killed her, received blog ing firs 


transfusions galore and her nourishmeg case. | 
intravenously. Last February, still bef Sammy 
ridden and unable to work, big-eyed Lop and £0 


received word that Sammy would no longs ing. H 
pay the staggering rent on her bungal, hefore 
after the middle of the month. To say thf even $' 
Loray was hurt would be the understa§ months 
ment of the year. To say she complain was £0 
bitterly would be the beautiful truth, [ cago. | 
“I wouldn’t mind him putting me doy thin 
if I were up and healthy,” she wajljf wanted 
“But I don’t even know how I’m going yf | got ! 
make it. All I ever wanted to do was hehf oe: th 
him. To be the woman he would like yf it until 
have. But it takes two to make a mag son an 
riage, instead of one just going along, if It was 
needs someone to love and understand hig} thing € 
and every woman needs a man. I am wif of our 
ing to be any kind of woman he’d want pf #9¢e! 
to be. But he doesn’t need me, so I wap *! "UP 
a divorce.” in Beve 
Had Loray let the matter drop ther ed hou 
it might have escaped the nasty color tt : 
whole situation took on. But Loray didi} ‘ 
let it drop there. Sensitive and full of hu oe 
she uttered seven words that triggered; ashi 
windfall of vindictive from Sammy. Sx hove 1 
Loray: “He gave me only $75 a week.” § much 1 
Shot back Sammy: “A Jot of things dif mind 
cause this marriage to go on the rocks, bi} husban 
the biggest thing was money. Listen! Yu} Coast 
don’t know a woman in Chicago—black qf dates | 
white—who has more or better clothes tha 
my wife. And I paid for every stitch « 
them. I treated her like a queen. T 
woman has broke me, put me in hock y 
to my ears. And where does she get th 
$75 a week stuff from? I got her a car, 
paid $450 a month rent on a real nic 
house for her. I paid all utilities, clothix 
bills, grocery bills, liquor bills and clea N 
ing bills. She could sign her name ai 
charge anything, at clubs, anywhere. Th 
$75 was just for tips and a pack of cig S 
arettes. Three times I went to her. ‘Lora. 
I said, ‘it’s a little rugged now, just hol 
the spending down a little bit, O.K.?’ Se 
opened more charge accounts. ‘So ho 
many clothes do you need?’ I asked her. 
“I got $16,000 worth of her unpaid bil And 
right now. You know people talk about m{ Money 
being a $25,000-a-week entertainer ai] steadfe 
that’s true. But that money belongs to: things 
corporation owned by my uncle, my dadiif the roc 
and me. I get a straight salary of $1.00 of rum 
a week, no matter how many TV spotif Was fo 
movies or night club dates I make. I gif, ™omer 
a family of eight people to look out fm} "mor: 
got four salaried men on the road. Tk “T hav 
corporation is solvent. But me, Man, It have s 
broke. One day the woman bought $7,illf even s 
worth of clothes. Seven weeks’ salay.J Spread 
Now she has attached my house and ¢# from a 
everything. I paid just $2 for a licenseaf @ fema 
when the divorce is over, I’ll be out $15} have « 
000.” when a 
“But that’s not true,” Loray counter con wh 
“No wife of any big star can run up & You a 
pensive charges without the stores chet) ™arryi 























ved bleh ing first with him. I know they did in my 


irishmelf ase. 1 remember once they even reached R LORIO U S 
still u ey in the middle of recording session fro Mm A to ! 
‘ed Long and got his OK on a purchase I was mak- aoe ne 





10 longa ing. He had told me it would be all right 
bungalgp before I went. and as a matter of fact, had x . . 


> say the even suggested it. That was about three 
nderstat months after we were married and Sammy 
mplaindf was going back east to play a date in Chi- 
ruth, cago. He told me the coats I had were too 
thin for Chicago’s weather and that he 
wanted me to have a mink coat. But after 
going yp | got to the store and finally picked out 
was heh ones the saleslady refused to let me have 
d like yf it until she had talked to Sammy in per- 
e a mag son and let him tell her it was all right. 
long, fig It was the same thing with almost every- 
tand high thing else. After we tried to make a home | 
of our own, I even had a limit on the 
grocery bill each week. He had his office 
st up an account with one of the markets 
in Beverly Hills where he rented a furnish- 
op ther ed house for us. But I was not to spend 
‘T over $25 a week for groceries. One penny 


nage wer this amount and the grocer would , * LARIEUSE Godfic 
a promptly call his office for an OK. with LOYS Larieuse 


me dow 
e wailed 


am wil. 
want m 
‘0 I way 
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7 “I never minded this arrangement too Haircolor Coloring 
es ‘F much because I know that married couples ; wee ee 
ny. Sail have to try to budget regardless of how #x y 
, ” . . . ° ‘ ave air ac ri 7 
veek.” Bf uch money is coming in. But what I did wo? “MA ae dive have hair as orp hae ote 
tings dif mind was not really having Sammy as a ata as the professional model shown here! One 

é i i ee ie hour and Godefroy’s Larieuse brings back 
ocks, bi} hushand—even when he was on the West look How fcdy ii : ’ 

; . youth to drab, over-processed or graying hair. 
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n. Tha LET MY HEART BLEED — aS Ts — 
hock y When I met you, a pink balloon 
get thd Went sailing to the sky. 

a car, | When you kissed me that golden 

eal nice noon, 

clothin; My heart bade me goodbye. 

id clean Now, please, return that pink : : es, 
ame ani balloon, 

re. The And give me back my heart! 

- of ciz Since you were false to me too 

*Lorar. soon, 
ust hol I'll pluck out Cupid s dart. 

9 Sy —Florance Williams 
‘So hor 
d her. 


aid bili And while Sammy talked about the 
bout mf Money aspects in a heat of passion, he 
er ani} steadfastly refused to discuss “a lot of 
1gs to! things that caused this marriage to go on 
y dadiif the rocks.” Many took his silence of proof 
f $1,00) of rumors to the effect that the marriage 
J spots} Was forced. But even in her most bitter 
>», I gif moments, Loray insisted they were only 
out ff Tumors and vicious ones at that. Said she: 
d. Ti} “I have heard some of the things people 
fan, [nf have said about me after we got married, 
 $7,00F even some of the nasty rumors that were 
salay.f Spread. I have been called everything 
nd caf from a money-grasping Scarlett O’Hara to 
nse aif @ female Shylock, and I suppose I should 


$1} have es 1 it. It’s usually that w 
When ai Pye ed HE iP Y0 UJ R 4 ual al | 0 oe H E LP Y0 U R H EART 
ntertly $n who is successful and in the limelight. 


up & You always hear that old bit: ‘She’s only 
chet} Marrying him for his money.’ Or: ‘There 
































FOR A CHECKUP 


A year ago, he was only reading 
about cancer, just as you are now. 
But cancer was something that 
happened to the other fellow. No 
need for him to go to a doctor. 


Now that he knows better, it is 
unfortunately too late. He is one 
of the 75,000 cancer patients who 
will die needlessly this year be- 
cause they did not see their doc- 
tors in time. 


... AND A CHECK 


Nor could he see any reason, last 
vear, for backing the fight against 
cancer with his dollars. 


But cancer always strikes close to 
home—in two of every three fam- 
ilies, to be exact. This toll can be 
reduced by supporting the medical 
counterattack with a contribution. 


The other fellow? He’s always one 
of us. Some find it out the hard 
way. What will it take to con- 
vince you? 
Guard your family— 
fight cancer with a 
checkup and a check. 
Send your check to “Cancer,” 
c/o your local post office. 


AMERICAN CANCER SOCIETY 3® 


00 





has to be some kind of a deal involved.’ 

“Well, I didn’t marry Sammy for his 
money. And there wasn’t any deal in- 
volved either. I’ve said this over and over 
to people who are close enough to me to 
listen and understand, but somehow this 
truth never got across to the gossip col- 
umnists and rumor-mongers.” 

Be that as it may. last March Loray, still 
recuperating from surgery and yet well 
into rehearsal for a night club act she 
planned to perform when she was well. 
stood with a trace of a tear in her eye as 
she quietly left the little bungalow on top 
of the Beverly Hills. Earlier she had said 
she was glad it was over, “like getting a 
monkey off your back. you know what I 
mean? This was a house. not a home.” she 
said that morning. “There was no love 
here. When I get well I’m 
knock ’em dead. I don’t care about Sam- 
my.” Yet in the next breath she predicted: 
“He has to come back to a black woman 
some day. If not me. someone else. [ don’t 
care how far he goes or how long he 
stays, a black woman has that basic 
rhythm, that basic soul. He’s just got to 
come back.” 

That night. Loray appeared in a dazzling 
green outfit at Los Angeles’ Rubaiyat 
Room, she drank Gimlets and smiled like a 
merry widow, she was quick to laugh and 
appeared not to have a care in the world. 
but when the evening was done and the big 
performance was over and none could see 
her face in the hush of the smoke-filled 
night, she cried. her slender body wracked 
by great shoulder shaking sobs. 

Fact was. Loray was still nuts about the 
little guy with the good right eye and it 
seemed that all the king’s horses and all 
the king’s men couldn’t put their humpty- 
dumpty marriage together again. 

Next day, Loray went to Las Vegas to 
wait the six weeks for the divorce she 
didn’t want and maybe that’s what they 
mean in the make believe world when they 
say: “That’s show biz.” 

“You know,” Loray said. “there were 
times when I felt I almost had him. Times 
when I was able to give him all of myself 
and felt that maybe he for the first time 
was about to let himself go. totally and 
completely. And if I get another chance 
I know I can hold him and keep him. Sam- 
my is afraid to love, really. ashamed to 
give himself. afraid to be hurt. I under- 
stand him. You have to understand that 
Sammy has known little real love. has had 
little tenderness and affection. He’s spent 
all of his life becoming a success. riding 
that crazy merry-go-round and now he’s 
afraid or doesn’t know how to get off it. 

“T loved him. still love him and maybe 
he’ll recognize that some day. But in those 
precious minutes I somehow didn’t quite 
get through to him. And I'll always be- 
lieve he’s just a little afraid of me. No 
man could have made love to me the way 
he did and not feel something. People say 


going to 


‘aren't you ashamed to admit you're in py 


with a man you couldn't hold. and I gy 


how can you be ashamed of God. becay 


loving Sammy is like being close to Gj 
“Right now, the biggest things in my lj 
are my daughter Debbie and my caren 
Even Sammy admits I have talent and ey 
if he didn’t it doesn’t change the fact thy 
{ know it and believe in me. And Jj 
make it too, just you wait and see,” 
Doubtless, Loray will make it. There 
an awful lot of living that has found jx 
way into her voice in the past two yeay 
\nd when she sings about Can’t He) 
Loving That Man Of Mine and all ty 
other tunes of a tortured love. you knoy 
it’s for real and she makes it stick. Fy 
her singing is as honest as her convery, 
tion of the thing most important to he 
important whether she would admit it « 
not and she does. “I could hold the whok 
world in my hand,” she said, “but if Sap. 
my said be my dishwasher and I thought} 
would make him happy. I would chuck } 
and crawl on my knees and do it.” She} 
that kind of a girl. There is no guile aboy 
her, though sometimes she makes stats 
ments that might be attributed to a harde 





To Reminiscence 
| lay awake and reminisce 
Hoping this is the day 
That I will meet a true love 
Who'll carry me away 


He does not have to be a king 

With lots of gold and such, 

But just someone who understands 

(nd loves me very much 
—Dorothine Reynolds 





woman than she. “My big mistake,” shel 
say, “is that I went for a guy and love 
him more than he loved me.” Or, sé 
might say: “The next cat I get is gom 
have to go twice as much for me as! 
for him.” But ask her about Sammy ami 
you know that like the Beatniks say: 
“Fried Shoos.” it don’t mean a thing. 
The divorce is a fact. the settlement hi 
been made and Loray and Sammy are 
longer Mr. and Mrs. Loray boasts thi 
she’s bought a six-flat building in Le 
Angeles, though she lives modestly wit 
her mother and the gossipers are talkin! 
about her dating Charlie Chaplin’s son. 
Loray’s almost completely _ recover 
from her illness now and last month brokt 
in her new act in a small California tow 
to iron out the bugs before taking it in 
the big town and points East. Sammy i 
as much in demand as ever and is sche 
uled to headline another Broadway sho 
this winter. The tongues wag and the wig 
gossip and everybody thinks they're in tt 
know. But about the only bet you 
make is that the song is ended. but al! 
time Sammy wants to hear it again, he he 
only to strike up the band, you bet on that 
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sie.” Mama had yelled at him angrily. 
‘Yes, but not every child keeps on taking 
t—not if it’s taught right from wrong.” he 
iad snapped right back. Then he’d pointed 
bis finger at her and added, “There is a 
right and a wrong way of life you know— 
odo you?” 

Once he grabbed her by the shoulders 
during one of those arguments and then 
he shuddered and ran a trembling hand 
through his hair. “Oh, God. God. if only 
[didn’t love you so, need you so.” That 
was the only time I’d ever heard him say 
he loved Mama and I remember thinking: 
Maybe he does love her and me too. Why 
doesn’t he love us all the time? 

And Mama—well, I just worshipped her. 
not that I saw as much of her as most kids 
saw of their mothers. Whenever Papa went 
away on a business trip or just to work 
each day, she’d rush all around getting 
dressed until she looked like a model in a 
magazine. Before she’d go she'd hug me 
to her and squeeze me tight. “I’ve got to 
get away a bit baby. you understand. don’t 
you, love?” And all the time I’d be with 
Mrs. Clanton next door, I’d think of that 
kiss and that tenderness and I'd look for- 
ward to the way she’d open up her arms 
wide and be so happy when she came back. 
Yes, I understood. Just as I understood 
about Roger. 

“He’s fun. He knows how to love a wom- 
an, to be good to her.” Mama burst out 
angrily at Papa when he’d coldly told her 
that she was his wife and that she 
going to stay that way. 

“Love!” he had flung 
“You don’t know more about love than a 
cat.” 

And a lot you know. I’d think as I lay 
there on my bed. picturing the tall, hand- 
some, kind man who would be Mama’s 
Roger. Picturing what it would be like to 
leave Papa and live with Mama and a man 
who loved her. and who would love me too, 
and who would laugh with us and not pick 
and punish and scold all the time. If I 
ever stopped to think that the times Mama 
went out to 
against her marriage vows—well I closed 
my eyes to it. In my eyes my mother was 
beautiful and good. and perfect. 

Dreaming. That’s all it turned out to be. 
Poor Mama never had her happiness. for 
it was less than a year after she met her 
Roger that Papa and I stood beside her 
grave, each of us alone in our bitter shell. 
If we had each other, at least, to share this 
grief. I thought when we finally went back 
to the empty apartment. That's when the 
thought of Roger first came to me. Where 
was he? What was he doing now. without 
Mama, not even 
funeral, Roger 


was 


out scornfully. 


see Roger, she was sinning 


able to her 


would 


come to 


understand how | 





Sin-Stained Daughter 


(Continued from Page 23) 


felt. Unlike Papa. he would share 


grief and let me remember Mama. 


my 


NCE THE THOUGHT was formed. I 
simply couldn’t forget it until I had a 
driving urge to see Roger face to face, to 
know the man who had loved my mother. 
With shaking hands I went to the little 
desk in the hall where Mama had kept all 
her notes and bill receipts and things like 
that. Papa hadn’t bothered to look through 
any of that stuff. I knew. It didn’t take me 
long to find Roger’s name 
right in a little leather address book: 
Roger Barton. Elite Cafe. 16 Harrison St. 
Harrison Street was way downtown in 
the night club end of town. There 
flickering Bar and Grill sign outside 
when I saw that I felt sort of nervous 
about going in. You’ve come this far, 
I scolded myself. 

“Looking for someone kid?” A big burly 
looking man asked gruffly the minute I got 
inside the door. 

“T—I.” I began to mumble. The way 
he looked at me. well. it was as if I'd come 
here to pick someone up. I’d read about 
things like that and looking at the har 
stools lined with a whole bunch of women 
by themselves I saw why the man thought 
I was there for a pickup. 

Somehow I’d never thought of Roger in 
a place like this. A bar. “I’m looking for 
Barton.” I told the big 
“He’s a friend of mine.” 

“Oh.” he said. Then he pointed over to 
the bar. felt 
shock coursing through me as I watched 
him clinking glasses kidding with 
one of the brassy women at the bar. And 
then he looked up and seemed to see me. 
\ shadow and 
then he smiled at me. It was a friendly. 
heartwarming that 
when our eyes met [ forgot all about his 
serving drinks in a cheap bar. All I 
was warmth and kindness. Oh. and he was 
handsome—with broad shoulders and cop- 


it was written 


Was a 
and 


now 
Zo on, 


Roger man now. 


Roger was the bartender. I 


around. 


seemed to cross his face 


smile and in minute 


saw 


per skin. 


“I’m Hildy Parsons—Beth Parson’s 
daughter.” I whispered. stepping close 


enough for me to hear him. 

A flush out underneath the 
bronze of his skin. “Well—” And 
then, “And what did you come here for?” 

“To talk to 
started to break. 
lately, and seeing it he took off his apron 
and said. “Okay. okay. now don’t cry kid. 
We'll have a cup of coffee together and 
talk. Okay?” 

“Okay.” I smiled pushing back the tears. 

Later, as we sat in one of the booths at 
the back, other I told him. 
“Mama loved you and when she was gone 


spread 
he said. 
voice 


you—I—I—” my 


I was always near tears 


facing each 
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—I, 
loved her around.” 

“Oh. I see.” he said quietly, scratching 
his ear with a thoughtful gesture. 

I told him everything then. About Papa 
and how he didn’t love Mama. It felt so 
zood to talk to someone. “You know, you 
look a lot like Beth—a young beautiful 
version.” he said when I was all through. 
[ started to protest—why I wasn’t nearly 
as beautiful as Mama, but the compliment 
felt good and I hugged it to me, true or 
not. 

“Yes, you'll be quite something,” Roger 
went on. “You oughtn’t to waste it. Go on 
now. you’d better get on home before I 
forget vou’re just a kid.” 


well there wasn’t anyone else who 


HAT NIGHT I dreamed about Roger— 

not about Mama and Roger, but about 
Roger and me. I felt strangely disturbed 
by that dream and yet I wanted to go back 
to the Elite Cafe to see Roger again. 

At first he shrugged his shoulders and 
told me that I didn’t belong there, but 
after a while he didn’t object any more. I 
used to go over there right after my last 
class at school so it would be real empty. 
Once in a while Roger would order the 
blue plate dinner for me and I’d hang 
around, calling home on some excuse or 
other. What did Papa care anyway, I 
thought defiantly. 

“Why do you keep hanging around here, 
kid?” Nick, the burly man who owned the 
place asked me a couple of times. “That 
Roger. he’s not for you.” 

“You don’t understand.” I whispered an- 
erily and Roger. drawing near, broke in, 
“Leave her alone. She looks on me like a 
father.” 

“Hah. that’s a good one.” Nick laughed 
coarsely. 

Someone had put some money into the 
juke and the soft strains of a slow fox-trot 
“Come on. dance with 


filled the room. 

Papa.” Roger said abruptly. Then he was 
pulling me up into his arms and I was 
straining close to him. my body suddenly 


jelly soft with a feeling I’d never ex- 
perienced. This wasn’t Roger the man who 
had loved my mother. This was just Roger. 
! love him, too I thought with a jolt. and 
with the realization all the uncertain 
troubled feelings seemed to flow from me. 
Papa had denied Mama the happiness of 
loving Roger—but he couldn’t hold me 
hack. 

“Roger. Roger.” I whispered still high 
on the wave of this new emotion. 

He pulled me out of the room, through 
a doorway and into a little room out in 
back. “Baby, baby. I wasn’t going to do 
this but you’ve been asking for it. You’re 
now.” And with that he 
pressed me closer and brought his lips 
down on mine. 

Everything inside of me seemed to melt. 
Roger started to pull me over to a sofa 
against the wall and I moved along with 
him as if I didn’t have feet when there was 
a turning of the door knob. 

\s suddenly as he’d kissed me, Roger 
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pushed me away. “Come on, honey. I'll put 
you in a cab. This is no place for this 
kind of stuff. You come back tomorrow 
night and we’ll figure out a place.” 

Roger walked me out front then and put 
me into a taxi. All the way home the ex- 
citement made my body run from hot to 
cold. Mama. Would she mind Roger’s 
turning to me like this? No, she was too 
sweet and unselfish. It would have been 
different if she’d been alive. And together 
Roger and IT would always keep her mem- 
ory alive. 


T WAS on that cloud of happiness that 

I floated into the room to face Papa’s 
accusing anger. He drove me away just 
as he drove Mama, 1 thought defiantly. 
But I found Roger, too. 

Yet. I didn’t sleep peacefully. I dreamed 
strangely muddled and miserable dreams. 
First there was Nick. the burly owner of 
the Elite. shaking a finger at me. “Why do 
you hang around here?” he shouted and 
then I got closer to him and suddenly it 
wasn’t Nick at all but my father. “What 
do you know about love?” he was shout- 
ing. and then his shouting stopped and he 
began to cry. rocking back and forth with 
tears streaming from his eyes. “I love 
Roger.” I said in the dream. I turned 
around to look for him but he seemed 
trapped by a whole gang of women—cheap, 
painted looking women. I realized that 
some of them were the ones I’d seen hang- 
ing around at the Elite. “Let him go,” I 
screamed wildly. “We’re going to be mar- 
ried.” It was then that I woke up. 

Married. The dream had somehow 
shocked me into thinking about something 
I'd refused to think about in my brief new 
happiness of knowing I loved Roger. Had 
he really meant marriage. the way he 
would have married Mama? Perhaps he 
was just pretending with me. excited be- 
cause—well. because I was young and it 
stirred him up. No, no, I won’t think about 
it, I whispered into the dark. putting my 
hands over my ears as if to drown out the 
unbidden thoughts. I’d make Roger want 
to marry me. In the meantime—vwell, in 
the meantime I’d just give myself to the 
joy of falling in love with him. of having 
someone really nice and warm to me. 

The next day was a Saturday. Come 
back tomorrow night. Roger had said. It 
was a night off for him. I knew, so he’d 
be able to take me out some place more 
quiet than the Elite. /’/] make him see that 
Pm not too young to get married, 1 
thought. I knew he’d worry about that. 

“Where are you going?” Papa demand- 
ed when he saw me all dressed up in a soft 
wool dress that hugged my slim waist 
tightly. 

I started to lie and then I looked at him 
defiantly. “Do you care. really?” I de- 
manded coldly. I stepped back a little. as 
if I expected him to lash out at me with 
his hand. He’d slapped me before, to teach 
me respect. Instead he brushed his hand 
across his brow as if he were just waking 
up. 


“Yes, I do care—I’ve always cared by 
you always did think that I was fighting 
you. If your mother—” his voice drifte 
off. It was the first time he had realh 
spoken of her and I felt a sense of shoe 
coursing through me. 

Sit down, talk to him, something in ty 
urged. Now’s the moment when he'll brea 
down that cold wall between you. May 
it doesn’t have to be like this, me hating 
him, neither one of us understanding th 
other. But then the thought of Roge 
waiting for me, and the warmth of his arm; 
around me crowded out my urge to talk ty 
Papa. “I’m going to Mary Healy’s house~ 
she’s having some girls over,” I lied quick. 
ly, and ran out before he could ask an 
questions; before that tired, fallen apar 
look in his face could stop me. 

When at last I saw Roger I forgot every. 
thing in the wonder of my newfound love, 

“Come on I’ve got my car,” he said steer. 
ing me outside, and I just sat back and 
watched the highway streaming Jy, 
“Where are we going?” I asked, but no 
really caring. 

“You'll see.” he said quietly. When he 
finally pulled to a stop I almost had to 
shake myself out of my dreamy state. 

MOTEL. The blazing neon _ light 
brought me to with a shock. Roger got out 
of the car and a man came over. “Hi, 
Roger. Long time no see,” he said. Then 
he laughed. There was something nasty 
about that laugh. 

“Well, you know how it goes,” Roger 
laughed back, unoffended. 

Roger, Roger my heart cried out in an- 
guish, Oh, dear God, this isn’t Roger. He’ 
not here for—but I couldn’t even finish the 
thought. 

“Come on, baby.” Roger whispered 
huskily, putting his arms around me to pull 
me out. I turned to look at him and instead 
of kindness I saw hungry, raw passion. 
The arm around me wasn’t a guiding, lov- 
ing hand, but a vise gripping me close. 
The thought I’'d broken off came back to 
scream against my brain: He doesn’t love 
you. He wants you like those tramps at the 
bar. You're just another tramp to hin. 
JUST ANOTHER TRAMP--LIKE YOUR 
MOTHER! 

“No, no.” Roger’s arms fell away from 
me startled, and I realized that the wort: 
had come out of my tortured thoughts. 

“No what?” he asked. his voice suddenh 
sharp, suspicious. “Don’t tell me you'r 
getting cold feet—after I drove all the wa) 
to hell out here.” 

Cold feet. A wasted ride. That’s all Ii 
be to Roger. Just as Mama had been jus 
an easy thrill. 

I felt Roger’s hand under my chin and 
as he lifted my tear filled face up to met! 
his, there was a softening of his mouth. 
“You really are an innocent babe, aren! 
you? I should have known the way yo! 
came ranting after your mother, like si 
was a Goddess or something. instead of— 

“Instead of a tramp?” I filled in sharply. 

“Well, you said it, not I, kid,” he said 
defensively. “Listen, you seemed like 
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weet, pretty kid. If you wanted to talk 
shout your mother like she was an angel, 
[wasn’t going to break your heart. She 
jidn’t like to think that of herself. Always 
ulked as if we were getting married when 
ll along she knew I'd no more marry her 
than those other bar flies at the Elite. Even 
yhen she came to me with that story that 
he was pregnant and that I was to 
blame—” 

He broke off at my startled gasp. So 
that’s why Mama had committed suicide 
[thought dully. 

“Listen.” Roger went on as if he could 
cover his cruel words with more words. “I 
hd a mother of my own and it nearly 
killed me when I found out she was nothing 
buta bum. That’s why I felt sorry for you, 
hut when you started with the passion, I 
fgured you were wise all the time anyway. 
And here we are.” He pulled out a cig- 
arette and looked down at me. “So now 
the question is will you or won't you. I 
never forced anybody in my life—and I’m 
sure not going to start.” 

“No.” I said quietly. 

Without a word Roger slammed the door 
and got in beside me. I wondered what he 
was thinking of during that bitterly quiet 
ride. Mom? Mom who wanted to leave 
Papa so she could live with him—and Id 
thought I could come with her. Why she 
would have left me to be a cheap adul- 
tress! No, Roger was probably just 
thinking about what a waste of time this 
evening was turning out to be. 

“Where do you live?” he asked gruffly 
as we got into the city limits again. When 
he pulled up in front of my house he 
reached over and opened the door. 

“Now get out and stay away from me, 
kid. I’ve had enough.” he snapped out. 
“Let your old man take care of you now— 
like he should have taken care of your old 
lady when she started to bum around bars. 
Trouble with him is that he’s too proud— 
and the trouble with you is that you’re too 
dumb.” 

Wordlessly I stood there and watched 
him pull away from the curb. I ought to 
feel bitter. hurt. I thought, but all I felt 
was a numbness. Woodenly I turned to- 
wards the lobby of the apartment house 
and then I thought of Papa. Papa who had 
been too proud to be able to do something 
about a wife who went into bars—who had 
kept the truth about Mama from me and 
shouldered the extra hurt of my childish 
hate because he had to discipline me for 
two parents. Papa. Could we reach each 
other, and comfort each other, or was it 
too late? 

I'd lost my mother for the second time 
when I lost my picture of a dream. I lost 
my first love. Maybe I could find a father. 
And as I headed for the elevator some of 
the shame of the past hour left me and with 
it came hope. Hope that I was at last wise 
enough to seek real love—the love of my 
father who I knew now wanted only love 
too—and some day, some day, the love of 
another man—a real man, an honest man, 
4 marrying man. THE END 
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with Bernel’s Hair Cream 


1. It's loaded with LANOLIN. Lubricates BRITTLE, 
BREAKING-OFF, SPLIT ENDS, ITCHY SCALP. 2. Won- 
derful thin hair, temple grooming — massaging aid. Small 
amount daily keeps HAIR SOFTER, GLOSSIER, 
LOVELIER LONGER. Adds beautiful 
highlights which is often the main attrac- 
tion of women with long lustrous hair. 
BERNEL’S HAIR CREAM has delight- 
ful odor, NON-GREASY EFFECT. For 
all types hair. 

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. 
Regular size $1.10. 

Large family size (6 oz.) $2.20. 

Postage extra if C.O.D 


NELSON'S COSMETICS bept. 1-4 


Box 104, G.P.0. New York 1,N.Y. __ 
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Chained To Him Forever 


(Continued from Page 37) 


to do it my way. I can’t change all at once. 
I'm trying. just give me a chance to prove 
it. I want you to be proud of me. Just 
take it easy.” 

| looked up at him, and I felt very close 
to my husband in that moment. He had let 
me glimpse inside his heart for a moment, 
and see things he found hard to put in 
words. I believed him. I would simply 
have to put more trust in him. We stood 
: long time. locked in each other’s arms. 


| N THE MORNING when Jerry left to go 
job hunting he turned to me at the door. 


“Oh. by the way. do you need any money 
today? All I have is this five, but I can 
run and get some change.” 

“I don’t need any.” I said quickly. but 
once again the thought that it was our last 
cent in this world scared me. He must have 
noticed my crestfallen look. 

“Now. quit worrying, you promised. Re- 
member, Tl take care of things. you'll 

I nodded. and smiled, but when he had 
gone | put my head down on my arms and 
the tears fell. I had told myself I would 
have faith. but in the harsh light of morn- 

2 it was hard not to be realistic. 


[ finally got up and started cleaning the 
ipartment. It looked more threadbare than 
isual. Everything seemed depressing. 
Five dollars to last us until Jerry found a 
ob and got paid; we simply couldn’t make 
it. | was almost out of groceries, we needed 
as for the car. 


Before the morning was over I had wor- 
ried myself into a stew. I had to do some- 
t] I had heard Jerry’s promises before. 
He meant well, but what could he do? I 
at a long time. trying to figure out how to 
vet some money. At last I decided to pawn 
my watch. I had never done anything like 
that before. but I had to. 


ine. 


[ got twenty dollars on it. It was enough 
to tide us over for a couple of weeks. It 
was noon when I got back to the apart- 
ment. Jerry didn’t come home for lunch, 
ind I ate a dry sandwich alone. 


The minutes dragged on and on. I felt 
depressed. Finally I couldn't 
stand it any longer. I decided to go over 
ind see Mother for a while. I dashed off a 
quick note to Jerry in case he should get 
home first. Then, as a last-minute thought, 
| laid the money by the note, telling him 
we could quit worrying for a while. I 
thought it might ease his mind. 


restless, 


[ spent a couple of hours with Mother, 
and then I went back to the apartment. 
[he place looked dark as I unlocked the 
door, I flicked on the light switch, and al- 
most jumped when I saw Jerry sitting de- 
jectedly, his face in his hands. 
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“Darling, what is it?” I cried, running 
to him. 

He got up. “Nothing you'd understand.” 

“Jerry. what are you talking about?” 

“Look. remember our big conversation 
yesterday. and this morning. I told you 
I’d take care of things. didn’t 1?” 

“Yes. but—” 

“‘But’ is right. You didn’t believe me. 
You just pretended to. You had to go out 
on your own, Where did you get this 
money!” 

“T pawned my watch. Is that bad?” 

“You didn’t need to! I told you ’'d man- 
age. Look!” He handed me fifty dollars. 
“There’s several guys I’ve lent money to 
in the past. I never pressed them before. 
but today I needed it bad, and they came 
through. I told you I'd manage, but you 
didn’t believe me. you didn’t trust me.” 
His voice was almost tearful. and I knew 
T had hurt him terribly. 

“Jerry. I’m sorry—I—” 

“Sorry.” he spat out the word. “Well. 
I’m sorry too. I thought you understood 
how things had to be. I can’t put it in 
fancy words. but I figured I got through 
to you.” 

“Oh. Jerry. I didn’t think. I just wanted 
to help.” 


“Help? You wanted to run_ things. 
Well. you just stay here and run them. 


I’m going out and get drunk—good and 
drunk!” 

Without another word he left. I felt sick 
and ashamed. Why couldn’t I be more pa- 
tient. Why did I want everything at once. 
Why was it so important to prove to my 
folks and the world what we could do. 1 
thought of Jerry. rushing home trium- 
phantly to show me the money. only to 
find my note and the money lying there 
like a slap in the face. It made me sick 
just to think about it. 

I wanted to explain to him. to tell him 
once again how awful I felt. I waited up 
for him. hour after hour. but gradually. as 
the morning hours came and my worry 
mounted. my feelings began to change. 
Being sorry started to give way to anger. 
and worry made the anger mount. By the 
time dawn showed in the sky and he came 
staggering in, I was boiling with fury. I 
velled at him. and he yelled at me, and we 
had a horrible scene. And I never did get 
to tell him what T had meant to tell him. 
That was the way it went... 


FTER THAT WEEK Jerry found a job, 

and we finally made up. It felt good 
to have him close again, and I tried to 
control the burning restlessness that 
seemed to drive me so hard. I tried not to 
think about how much [ wanted our own 
home, a family and all that went with it. 


I tried not to wonder how we ever wo, 
make it at this pace. but sometime 
simply couldn’t help wondering. 

The next six months were up and do 
Jerry stayed with his job, and I tried to 
content. But it was hard, when Moth 
noticed how my shoes needed heels, ; 
that I hadn’t had a new dress since , 
marriage. Sometimes she slipped 
money. hiding it in places I didn’t noj 
until she had gone. I tried to hide gy 
struggle from her because I couldn’t be 
their sympathy, or to have them say I y 
you so. I had to prove to them we oj} 
do it. IT had to! I would manage to gy 
a little. and hope we could start a hoy 
fund and then Jerry would stop for a { 
drinks. and come home two or three dolly: 
short. I knew he deserved it, because }y 
did work terribly hard, but that two ¢ 
three dollars was usually the differey 
between getting by that week or dippiy 
into my meager savings. I would be ang 
and lash out at him when he walked in ty 
Then he would be hurt. and w 
would argue, and he’d leave again in re 
anger, and drink up lots more of his ched 
I didn’t know what to do. I drove hip 
away those times. but I just couldn’t cop 
with things. We needed the money s 
desperately. and for him to just drink} 
up was more than I could stand. 


door. 


The last straw for me was the afternow 
Jerry came in, after holding his job onl 
six months. looking angry and disgusted 
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“I quit my job,” he said belligerently. 

“You what?” 

“fT quit my job. I had to. Please try 
understand, Martha. How long can a gu 
go on eating crow. Every dirty job in th 
place he gave to me. He watched me like: 
hawk waiting to pounce on a chicken if! 
made a mistake. I can’t work like that. | 
might as well be dead. I didn’t have: 
chance. he had it in for me at the start. | 
never could get anywhere in a_situatio 
like that.” 

His words slid over me like water ove 
oil. T guess he was asking for understané: 
ing. but I didn’t even think. I was tw 
angry. 

“This is too much!” I said. trying ti 
control my angry thoughts. “Someone's ¢ 
ways against you. Did you ever think 
might be you! You can’t get anywhere it 
this world flitting from job to job!” 

“But Martha, there are some things! 
man can’t stomach. I’m trying to ¢ 
ahead—” 

“Ahead.” I snorted. “Don’t be ridict 
lous. ['m beginning to think that’s just # 
excuse to quit a job when you get tired 
it. Well. there’s nothing else to do bit 
for me to go to work. Someone’s got !? 
keep this family going.” 

He looked as if I had struck him. 

“Now look. I'll have a new job in a fe 
days. We’ve got enough to tide us ov 
until then.” 

“Sure, we can exist! But I want to live 


not just exist! I want a house, furnitur 
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yer wall 
“ jdren. You know we can get a house 


1e times 

. ith a small down payment right now. and 
- yould be our very own?” 
ie ry . 
., “& 4T]] get you a house.” he said. almost 
ried tg} _ 


1 Moth jesperately. 

But I ignored the tone. “How long 
uld it take saving a dollar a week?” I 
gasped. I had gone 
I didn’t mean that.” 


eels, ap 


since oy 
ped paid nastily. Then 


1't notiggtoo far- “Oh. darling. 
hide gf “You're right.” 
dn’t begeT'm no good. Your folks were right .. . 
ay I tfyou should be sorry you married me.” 
We col His attitude frightened me. Usually he 
> tO savifought me, but now he seemed to just fold 
@ howfiyp, I couldn't even talk to him. He simply 
OF a fof agreed with everything I said. 
€ dolla 
‘ause Mp HE NEXT WEEK [I found a job as 
two of! secretary to Leland Ross, a real estate 
ifferenoker. It was interesting work and paid 
dipping well. Mr. Ross carried himself with an 
€ angnEsscurance that was impressive. I went 
‘d in thf home to tell Jerry that I had found work, 
and WHand | hoped things would go better for us 
| In tel ow with money easier. 
$ cher He looked sick at first when I told him 
7 hi [ was starting work in the morning. But 
Nt CORBY talked to him a long time. telling him 
ney SBhow we could save my salary. buy a house 
drink in just a few months. furnish it in a few 
more. and-then IT could quit and we could 
ternomf have a family. I made it sound as good as 


his shoulders sagged. 


ob onl could. “What do you think?” I asked. 
‘guste(ie“Doesn’t it sound wonderful?” 
ently. & He looked across the table at me. 


“You've got it all mapped out. haven’t you, 
try pp Martha. Then my opinion doesn’t matter, 
ag i does it?” 

-intyé That night in bed I turned to Jerry and 
> likeap told him I loved him. Once again the tide 
en if/p of passion made us forget our troubles 
that, |f and we were lost in a world of our own... . 
have i Things went wonderfully well the next 
tart. IB few months. Jerry worked hard at his 
‘uatio§’ job, and IT worked hard at mine. 
hurried home and prepared nice meals for 
r ovep Jerry to come home to. I kept the apartment 
stand-p Clean and his clothes ready all the time. T 
as tw didn’t want him to have any reason to com- 
plain. With Jerry’s checks coming in reg- 
ng ularly IT saved all mine. and it wasn’t a 
e’sae Sear before we had enough money to put a 
aki down payment on a little house for us. We 
got a used stove and refrigerator and 


T always 


pre I 
Mother loaned us a bedroom set. and we 
“i ea in our own home. Jerry was happy 
. about the house and I loved it. My parents 
were delighted to see us progressing. I 
ie could tell they were beginning to change 
dict: F their minds a little about my marriage. 
staf And it made me feel wonderful. 
ed As the week 
but eeks passed I began to get eager 
él to furnish the whole house so we could 
‘tart our family. Finally I decided to go 
ahead and get all we needed and pay it out 
fer by the month. We could still live on Jer- 


¢ ry’s income and use most of mine for the 
ove! 

payments. Jerry wasn’t too favorable to 
, the idea. but he didn’t say no. 

ive. 


on I really enjoyed that month spending 


eV are : See ee 
ery spare moment looking for furniture. 
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(Just SLIP IT ON. ( 


ZIP IT UP!’ 






















At last! A figure-slimming all-in-one ‘ 
you can slip into as easy asa 
coatdress! This marvelous new 
two-way stretch corselette \ 
has a full-length 20” zipper that ' 
closes the open front from very 


top to very bottom, to give your 
form the smooth unbroken line 
the new glamorous fashions 
demand. A batiste Lastex inner 
shield gives extra stomach 
control. Embroidered nylon sheer 
bra tops, with two-ply satin 
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under cups. White only. 
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| FAMOUS WILCO FASHIONS, Dept.CC-92-D 

i GUARANTEE 35 S. Park Ave., Rockville Centre, N. Y. 
Every (0 Send O-P-E-N FRONT C.O.D. plus postage. 

aan PFwE ae due aad ua 0 tenclose $________.. You pay postage. 
UP... 32 
. our full BUST SIZE cup. 









C Cup, 34-48 . $4.98 
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satisfaction 
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or your ADDRESS (print) 
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You can be LUCKY 


In love .. . In money... always! Need a new 
lover? Lost your old one? Is your business bad? 
Need more money? All alone . . . need friends? 
Unlucky at cards? Want more of the better things 
in life? More happiness? Want to attract and 
influence others? If any of the above apply to you, 
send now for our free catalogue with complete list 
of occult Louisiana and India goods, incenses, can- 
dies, herbs, roots, oils and books of ancient and 
modern practices. .No cost .. No obligation. 


AFRO-INDIA IMPORT CO., INC. 
POST OFFICE BOX 35176 * LOS ANGELES 35, CALIFORNIA 


AFRO-INDIA IMPORT CO., INC.. MARIE LAVEAU 
Box No. 35176, Los Angeles 35, California 
Please send me absolutely free and without obligation your complete catalog. 
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\t last I got everything I needed. It ran 
more than I had planned, but I would make 
big payments and it would be ours in less 
than a year. 

Several times my parents came by with 
friends on Sunday to show them the house, 
and they all exclaimed over how cute it 
was. I felt I had everything I needed now. 
Nothing could spoil it. 

But it didn’t last. It wasn’t two months 
later that Jerry didn’t get home from work. 
When it got to be nine o’clock I called the 
garage. The owner told me curtly that 
Jerry had quit that afternoon. I hung the 
phone up slowly, my heart sinking. No, he 
couldn’t do this to me, not now! Not just 
when things were going so smoothly. I 
almost hated him at that moment; hated 
the weakness that made him unstable, un- 
able to stick at anything. I hated the feel- 
ing that I had to handle everything. I 
wanted a man I could look up to, and Jerry 
refused to be that man. 

When he got in at eleven he was reeling. 
[ stood staring at him. furiously angry. 

“How could you?” I screamed. “How 
could you? You know we needed your 
paycheck to come in steadily. We can’t 
afford a lay off!” 

He grinned at me maddeningly. 

“My little wifey can manage everything. 
She always does.” He moved toward me 
on unsteady feet as he spoke. I was fu- 
rious. . 

“When are you going to grow up. You’re 
a man. not a kid. I suppose you spent all 
your check too.” 

He reached in his pocket and pulled out 
some change. 

“T’m not broke. Here.” he threw the 
handful of change on the floor in front of 
me. “Don’t ever say I didn’t give you my 
last cent,” and he threw back his head and 
laughed. 

I couldn’t stand his indifferent attitude. 
When I thought of all those big payments 
ahead it drove me beyond reason. All the 
resentments I had buried the last year 
came bubbling up. I was shouting before I 
knew it. 

“T should have listened to my folk,” I 
cried. “They told me you were weak. We 
wouldn’t be in this fix if you made enough 
money to support us decently. I feel more 
like your mother than your wife!” 

He leered at me wickedly. “You feel like 
my wife when you’re in bed with me.” 

{ lashed out in sudden fury and hit him 
hard across the cheek. His smile vanished, 
and got mean. Then before I 
could move he struck me back. I stared at 
him. stunned, and then I turned and ran 
from the room. In the bathroom I bathed 
my burning cheek in cold water. I was 
trembling all over. I felt utterly desperate. 
What was I going to do? Why was he like 
this .. . why? I had done everything I 
could. I had been fair. Finally I came out 
and hurried into the bedroom. I got a 
blanket and pillow and threw it on the 


7D) 
io 


his eyes 


couch beside Jerry. He looked up. 
“Martha, 1...” 
“Good night.” I said icily. slamming the 
door behind me. 


PUT IN a restless night. and in the 

morning I dragged out of bed to get 
ready for work. I wanted to stay home, but 
I had to go. I had to keep my job, then 
more than ever. My eyes were swollen and 
my cheek looked puffy. I bathed it in cold 
water again and put on make-up trying to 
hide it. Then I came out and got break- 
fast. Jerry was sitting on the couch look- 
ing miserable. I called him to eat, refusing 
to look at him. We ate silently and then I 
left for work. 

I started going over some contracts to 
be signed after I got to the office. After a 
while my eyes felt blurry and I put my 
head down on my arms for a moment. 

“Is something wrong. Martha?” 

I jumped. startled. Mr. Ross had come 
in without my hearing him. 

“Oh. no—” I said quickly. “I—I just 
have a little headache.” 

He looked at my face. but I turned away. 
I knew it didn’t look good. I could see the 
questioning concern in his eyes. 

“Tf I can help in any way.” he said, but 
I shook my head. He left the room then, 
but I felt better. He was so nice, so ob- 
serving. yet careful not to intrude. I 
couldn’t have found a nicer man to work 
for. In about five minutes he returned. He 
put a box of aspirin and a cup of coffee in 
front of me. 

“Here. this will help.” 

I felt like crying for a moment. I hadn’t 
been treated like this for a long time. 

“Thanks.” I finally managed to say. 

He sat down and we sipped the hot cof- 
fee. 

“I know it’s none of my business.” he 
spoke at last. “But I like you. You do fine 
work. If you have any troubles and need 
to talk to someone. remember I’m here and 
I have a sympathetic ear.” 

I smiled at him. “I appreciate that, Mr. 
Ross.” 

“Call me Lee.” he said then. 

“All right—Lee.” I said looking up at 
him. His eyes met mine, and I caught an 
expression there that puzzled me, and 
made me feel warm all over. I noticed for 
the first time how really handsome he was. 
He was in his early thirties with curly hair 
and tanned good looks. Just being around 
him made a woman feel like a woman... 
and not a mother either. Then I turned 
away, embarrassed at such thoughts. We 
talked for a while after that. comfortably 
at ease with each other. Then he left to 
take some people house hunting, and I got 
on with my work. But the day seemed 
much brighter now. I didn’t think he had 
ever really seen me. but I knew I had been 
wrong. I thought of Jerry then and the 
comparison wasn’t a good one. If only he 
had a few of Lee’s qualities he could be 
so wonderful. 


Jerry and I lived under constant stra; 
the following three weeks. He didn’t fig 
a job... the bills piled up. and I got mop 
frantic with each passing day. We spok 
little during that time. He tried to mak 
up, but I couldn’t come around this tin 
I felt too hurt, too worried. I actual 
looked forward to going to work. Duriny 
that time Lee and I became good frieng 
The whole atmosphere of the offy 
changed: it was exciting just to be in th 
office, to know he might come in the doo, 
It didn’t worry me at first. It was just; 
secretary respecting her boss. But as th 
days passed I did begin to worry. I looke 
forward to seeing him too much. When hi 
hand brushed mine I felt a thrill go oy 
me. He looked at me, and I trembled, | 
became alarmed. I kept telling myself j 
was just because Jerry and I were havix 
such a bad time. It had to be. I wasn} 
that kind of woman. 


At LAST Jerry found a job. He got iny 

another field this time. He went » 
work as a driver for a bottling compam 
It didn’t pay as well, but it was a job ani 
I felt sick with relief. We finally made w 
in an uneasy truce. But it didn’t seem \ 
matter to me and I was scared. I could tel 
he sensed my reluctance when he touche 
me. I couldn’t help it. I simply couldn’ 
respond with the old fire. 

Things were still bad for us. We hai 
gotten so far behind financially that I wor 
ried all the time. We were behind in se 
eral payments. We got letters asking fo 
payments: we got calls—and some peopl 
got really nasty about it. I was scared ti 
death my parents would find out. Then 


make matters worse. Jerry would come it} 


late, and half his pay would be gone 
drunk away in whiskey and beer. We 
fought furiously each time it happened 
widening the gulf between us. 


DON’T KNOW what would have hap 

pened if things had gone along as usual. 
But we reached a crisis. and that changel 
everything. Jerry came in one night ani 
he looked terrible. 

“Martha,” he said. “I’m in a jam.” 

I felt my heart turn over. Now what! 
Hadn’t I had all I could bear. 

“What is it, Jerry?” I asked. trying 
keep calm. 

He looked at me. and it took him a lon 
time to get it out. “I—that is. there’s bees 
a shortage in my cash. It’s been going ® 
several weeks. I didn’t take it. I swear! 
didn’t. I turn the money over to the supe 
visor and he accounts for it. I know he’ 
been tampering with the records, but! 
can’t prove it. I—I didn’t insist on gettilé 
a receipt. He told me it wasn’t necessal!: 
He seemed like such a good Joe. He's 
me on the spot now. Either I produce ort 
calls the police and presses charges. ! 
told me if I paid it back by Friday he! 
forget it ever happened. I—I didn’t knov 
what to do—” 
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[was ice all over. “How much?” I final- 
ly asked. 

‘#4 hundred dollars.” 

“4 hundred dollars!” I fairly screamed 
je words. “And where do you expect me 
get that much money? Figuring five 
jllars a week for groceries I was still 
dort forty dollars to meet the bills last 
yeek. I couldn’t scrape up a hundred dol- 
is if I had to.” 

He looked white. “I'll just have to tell 
tim.” he said. “But I’m innocent. I swear 
i, We could get a lawyer and fight it—” 
he looked at me hopefully. 

“It would cost more to hire a lawyer 
than to pay it. even if you are innocent.” 
[said tonelessly. 

“Even if I’m innocent! You don’t be- 
live me.” His eyes were accusing. 

“Of course I do,” I said quickly. “No, 
we've got to get it somewhere. But where? 
We don’t own anything. We’re paying on 
everything.” 

“What about your folks?” 

“No, no.” I said quickly. “They mustn’t 
know. ever. I'll have to think. We’ve got 
two days. We'll have to figure out some- 
thing.” 

In the morning after I got to work Lee 
brought me some coffee. This had become 
routine since that first morning. I tried to 
smile when he joked with me. but my eyes 
felt like they would brim over at any mo- 
ment. After a minute his face got serious. 
“Hey, you’ve got that look again. What 
is it, Martha. let me help you this time.” 
The sympathy in his eyes and the kind- 
ness in his voice were more than I could 
hear. I felt like a fool as the tears came 
pouring out. but T was unable to stop them. 
“Here. here.” he said, jumping up and 
reaching for his handkerchief. “We can’t 
have that.” He took my face in his hand 
and wiped away the tears. 

In that moment our eyes met, and with- 
out being conscious of what was happen- 
ing we were drawn together by some ir- 
resistible force. Then I was in his arms, 
and his kisses stirred me as I had never 
heen stirred before. I realized in one over- 
whelming revelation that here was the man 
Ishould have waited for. This was the man 
my parents had meant . . . this was the love 
that could endure the ups and downs of 
happiness and misfortune, not touched 
with sympathy and the desire to mother, 
which I had mistaken for real love. Final- 
ly I pulled away. 

“Oh, Lee.” I gasped. “I—” 

His face was tense. 

“Martha, I’m sorry—” Then he stopped. 
His hands gripped my shoulders. “No, I 
won't say that. I love you. I have for sev- 
eral months, ever since that morning. I’ve 
tried to fight it, to pretend it didn’t exist. 
But it does exist. You’re warm and real 
and wonderful.” 

I couldn’t speak. I loved him too. I 
knew it. But there was nothing I could do 
about it, 


“ 
It’s too late. Lee,” I said. 





“It’s never too late.” he said intensely. 
“Maybe it isn’t fair. But you love me. I 
know you do. Your marriage was a mis- 
take. You haven’t been happy. Your eyes 
have hurt me often with that haunted look. 
You can’t endure a lifetime of that.” 

“Please, I can’t think now, Lee. 
me time.” 

“All right. but not long. Now, what was 
the trouble? You trouble, 
you?” 

I nodded. No sense in denying it now. 
Quickly I told him about Jerry and the 
money. Without a word he took a hundred 
dollars from the safe. 

“Oh. Lee. I hate to take it. but I don’t 
know where else to turn.” 

“Don’t be a fool.” he said abruptly. 
“Call it a loan if it will make you feel 
better. Look. I’ve got an appointment. 
I'll be back in around I'll bring 
some lunch. We can talk then.” 

My feelings the next two hours were so 
mixed I can hardly describe them. High 
moments of blinding happiness, combined 
with horrible feelings of guilt and uneasi- 
I couldn’t walk out on Jerry, I 
couldn’t. He needed me. He had known 
so little love in his life. How could I 
destroy the only home he had ever had? 
But could I live forever without Lee? This 
feeling that everything in the world that I 
wanted was right in his arms. I wouldn’t 
ever have to mother him. protect him. He 


Give 


are in aren't 


noon. 


ness, 


was a real man. able to stand squarely and 
face the world on his own two feet. 


HE NEXT FEW DAYS were torture. I 

told Jerry I had gotten an advance on 
my salary and he accepted the story. He 
paid the money and that crisis was over. 
But the other continued to loom bigger and 
bigger. Lee insisted IT work late a couple 
of nights and we had dinner together in 
little out-of-the-way places. It wasn’t easy 

. we both hated those stolen moments. 
I felt guilty and shame ridden. but I 
couldn’t stay away. Lee told me over and 
over that I must ask Jerry for a divorce. 
There was no other way. I knew he was 
right. but I stalled for time. I was a 
coward. 

Jerry sensed something more than usual 
was wrong. He asked me over and over 
and tried to bring back the old happy re- 
lationship. but I couldn’t respond. Nothing 
can bring back love once it is gone. 

I was desperate. On one hand was the 
future with Lee. wonderful, exciting, with 
a man I could love forever. On the other 
hand, Jerry, with his lonely eyes. his boyish 
charm that went to your heart until it grew 
old. But he was my husband, and I had 
promised to love him forever. 

At last Lee persuaded me that I must 
be fair and ask Jerry for a divorce. 

“T can’t stand this kind of romance. God 
knows what I’m doing isn’t honorable,” he 
said miserably, “taking a married woman 
away from her husband. But at least we 
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ean keep it from developing into just a 
sordid affair. You must tell him, Martha. 
You must.” 

Jerry stared at me in disbelief when I 
had finished telling him I wanted a divorce. 

“Please try to understand,” I said. “I 
didn’t want it to happen. But we haven’t 
been happy. Jerry. We weren’t suited to 
each other.” 

His tone was incredulous. “But I love 

‘lm sorry.” I knew he wasn’t accept- 
ing it. 

“T’ll move out.” I said. “You can have 
the house. furniture, everything. Just give 
me a divorce.” 

| could see reality dawn in his face. He 
seemed to go to pieces. “You’re walking 
out on me!” It was almost a moan. Then 
he turned and ran from the house. I flew 
after him. 

“Jerry. wait—wait.” but he had reached 
he car. and he drove away on two wheels, 


ilmost running me down in his hurry to 
get away. 
Slowly I went back inside. I couldn't 


leave him like this. I had to wait until he 
got back. I had to. He was in no state to 
be trusted alone. I called Lee to tell him. 
He wanted to come over but I told him no. 
[ had to wait alone until Jerry calmed 


down, 


‘THE HOURS passed slowly. and as they 

passed I began to feel alarmed. A sort 
of deep seated panic got hold of me. Jerry 
was emotionally immature; no telling what 
he might do. I thought of calling the 
police. but what would I tell them? I 
paced the floor trying to keep calm. 

Around midnight the phone rang. I 
rushed over. then I stopped. getting cour- 
age to answer it. I had a premonition of 
disaster. and I had to force myself to pick 
up the receiver. 

It was the police. calling to tell me Jerry 
had been in an accident. He had been 
drunk and his car hit a tree. They told me 
he must have lost control. He was seriously 
injured—could I come at once. 

I stood there trembling. I had the most 
horrible vision of Jerry speeding along the 
highway—and swerving on purpose into a 
tree. And I knew that this was the end. 
If he died I would know that I had killed 
him. I had never believed that things 
would work out. All I wanted now was for 
Jerry to live. and I prayed to God to spare 
his life. 

It was three davs before Jerry regained 
consciousness. The doctor told me _ he 
seemed not to care whether he recovered 
or not. But he felt the crisis was over. 

“But he will be sick a long time.” he 
told me. “His recovery will be slow and 
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hard. He'll need all the help, moral ay 
physical, that you can give him.” 

I stood a long time before I went in 4 
see Jerry. I had done a lot of thinking 
during those three days, and the pictyp 
I finally saw of myself wasn’t pretty. I ha 
begun our marriage wanting to imprex 
other people more than I wanted to he) 
my husband. I wanted to prove things y 
badly I pushed and pushed. and droy 
Jerry beyond the point he could endure, 

From the first moment of trouble, whe 
we got down to our last five dollars. he haj 
asked me to believe in him. And I haj 
gone ahead and told him I did, then prove 
I didn’t by borrowing the money. Jer 
had been trying to find himself, he told m 
so, only I was too deaf to listen with m 
heart. He really wanted to make good, anj 
I realized now that many men change jo}; 
several times before they find a place tha 
they fit in. But I got frantic when m 
husband left a situation he couldn’t endur 
any longer, and stormed at him. and final. 
ly I simply took over by going out and ge. 
ting a job when he pleaded with me not 
He knew by that act that I had lost fait 
in him. and he needed my faith above amy 
thing else. When I lost faith in him kk 
folded. because he lost his faith in himsel 
I had known he was like this when I ma: 
ried him. known he needed love and hel 
But I went about it all wrong. I didn’t giv 
him a chance. I had taken all the respons: 
bility away from him so soon that I ke 
him become more immature. Then whe 
I had really messed him up good. I walke: 
out on him. I hated the picture of myseli 
but IT made myself face it. 


I had to make up for it now. I had wf 
give Jerry the will to live. the hope for ou} 


future. It seemed more than I could & 
but it had to be done. 

Saying goodbye to Lee was agony. It 
wasn’t willing to give up easily. But I hai 
to convince him. Jerry had to know that! 
would be there forever. for it to matter. 

We moved in with my folk when Jem 
was able to leave the hospital. It was # 
most a year before he was able to go bac 
to work. We sold the house and furnitur 
and paid all our bills. When Jerry we 
able to support us. I quit working, and ¥ 
took a small apartment. I made no effor 
to help after that, except to manage! 
home well as a wife should. Jerry is & 
ginning to mature. now that the respon 
bility falls on his shoulders alone. If! 








had only done this the first time I migi 
not have fallen out of love with my hw 
band. 

I have learned to live with a man Io 
longer love, but a man I can respect, al! 
that is something. I have learned to forg! 
the deep and lasting joy of a kiss, and th 
feel of a man’s arms—a man [I can neve 
have. I must, because I was the cause“ 
it all. I forced every issue. I'll new 


know for sure if Jerry drove into that tt¢ 


on purpose, but I'll always believe I 2" 


him back his life, and that has given me'f 


peace of heart that nothing else can e@ 


take away. THE EN 
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How well we keep the world’s peace depends 
first on how well we keep the world’s people. 
If great injustices, if inequalities in health, 
food or education exist anywhere... we all face 
aconstant threat to peace. 


Now 19 Specialized United Nations agencies 
and international organizations work around 
the world to eliminate these inequalities, to 
diminish these basic causes of wars. 


Their activities...plus the more publicized po- 
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WE BELIEVE 


UNITED STATES COMMITTEE FOR THE 





litical discussions... make the United Nations 
mankind’s last great instrument of survival. 


Be an ambassador of the United Nations 
in your neighborhood. Our government— 
officially and actively—supports the United 
Nations, but it is your good will and under- 
standing that is its best guarantee of con- 
tinued success. To receive the informative 


free pamphlet, “The UN in Action,” write: 
United States Committee for the United 
Nations, Box 1958, Washington 13, D. C. 





UNITED NATIONS, BOX 1958, WASHINGTON 13, D.C. 
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made me miserable. They itched and burned 
constantly. After using many lotions and 
ointments, I finally tried Black and White 
Ointment. It quickly relieved the itching, 
burning. I’ll never be without Black and 
White Ointment, for it gave me 
such wonderful, soothing relief.” gp ners 


* “Ugly, itching acne pimples on my face 
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Curtis Hill 


Philadelphia, Pa. 


Wonderful Relief from 
Itching, Stinging 


ACNE 
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BLACK and WHITE OINTMENT 


Burn of 


More For Your Money! 
Thousands praise the fast 
relief that Black and White 
Ointment brings to itching, 
stinging burn of eczema, 
acne pimples, blackheads, 
simple ringworm. You, too, 
can enjoy this same grand 
relief! Large 75¢ size con- 
tains 414 times as much as 
regular 35¢ size. Trial size 
only 20¢. Keep skin clean 
with Black and White Soap. 


Over 51 Million Packages Sold! 













Today—all over America women are discovering 


No Douche Protects Like Zonitors 


Gynecologist reports on new, easy, more positive method 





of Feminine Hygiene—provides continuous protection. 





At last, science has developed 
a method of feminine hygiene 
a woman can use with confi- 
dence because it gives the 
germicidal protection of an 
antiseptic douche— but does 

. it immediately and for a pro- 
longed period—as no douche 

‘can, So quick and easy, this 
new method depends on re- 
markable vaginal supposito- 
ries, called Zonitors. 

Once inserted, Zonitors dis- 
solve gradually, coating tis- 
sues with a protective film 
which lasts for hours — and 
are ready to work instantly. 
Zonitors guard against — de- 
stroy odors completely, too— 
helping to maintain a high 
degree of comfort, conven- 
ience, safety and personal 
daintiness not possible with 
douches. 

Zonitors’ amazing effective- 
ness is due to one of the most 
potent antiseptic principles 
ever developed—the discovery 
of a prominent surgeon and 
chemist. 

Doctor’s Discovery—Hospital Proved! 
Zonitors were thoroughly 


tested in a large Eastern hos- 
pital. The supervising gyne- 


cologist pronounced them un- 
usually effective, yet safe and 
non-irritating. They are now 
available without prescrip- 
tion in local drugstores. 

Zonitors are greaseless and 
stainless — cost little for 12 
dainty, snow white vaginal 
suppositories, individually 
packed to carry conveniently 
in a purse. 





Dunbar Laboratories, 
Mountain View, N. J., Dept. T-10 


Please send me trial supply of 
Zonitors and new booklet giving 
complete intimate facts (mailed in 
plain wrapper). I enclose 10¢ to 
cover handling. 
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Address 





City. State 
Offer good only in the U.S. 
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is being released. Young Wilbert Har; 
son, who is credited with the hit, also ply The re 
guitar, drums, piano and composes. 











When Kentucky’s Gov. Happy Ch 
dler heard singer Arthur Lee Simpki igure ™m 
perform at a Miami Beach Hotel. he wafjjice; w 
so impressed that he wanted to hestopdim body 
upon him the highest possible honor es il 
could think of. So, at a very fabulous cenggid. Af 
mony, while other Kentucky  gentlemefadhous 
sipped mint juleps and didn’t bat an ey got back 
Simpkins was named a Negro “K entuclldeep. 
Colonel.” Vince 
not bein 
Actor Sidney Poitier will co-star with} Beautifi 
Marlon Brando in “Paris Blues,” the stor} and slid 
of a jazz troupe touring Europe. with My. Hot e3 
lon on bongo drums and Sid on sax. Whik turned 1 
Duke Ellington supplies the backgrounj topped 
music, we have no idea at press time wh|[arry “' 
will be doing the off-camera saxophone and I w 
solos. In any event, the film will be shot in|of the st 
Paris when the Duke winds up his annual yas clos 
tour of Europe. that dreé 
be calm 
That international entertainer Jo. 0 comm 
sephine Baker, who is giving Sugar Ray 
Robinson a run for it in the retirement 4 N Hi 
derby, is making another show biz come. -\to th 
hack by headlining the Paris Olympia Mu- and Lar 
sic Hall revue. Her press interviews these take thi: 
days are devoted chiefly to her seven But \ 
adopted children of various nationalities 3) wror 
and different color. drinks 
hers he 
Light-heavy king Archie Moore, well He real 
known for his fabulous carryings-on, ar/ “Kiss a1 
ranged with New York’s equally fabulou| but som 
Black Angus Restaurant to air-expres| obeyed | 
steaks to his training camp in Montrel| We d 
while he trained for the title defens} her mal 
against Yvonne Durelle. with hey 
We d 
Talk around concerning arranger jhen Vj 
conductor Jimmy Mundy “playing th being ye 
numbers” does not refer to that popula bees d 
pastime connected with digits, but refer ‘om 
to Mundy’s new LP album of the samy. y, 
name, “Playing The Numbers.” The a} 4)... 
bum contains such oldtime favorites a 
Forty-Second Street, Two Cigarettes In The 
Dark, Three O’Clock In The Morning, 
Pennsylvania 6-5000, Opus One, Mister 
Five By Five, and one which takes its title) 2 
from the address of the music publishers’ I saic 
dugout, 1619 Broadway. | the wee 





Vince 
he stop) 
my hon 
to see | 





Vine 


Most interesting of the new LP's) school! 
by Columbia Records is a sports scrapbook! “I'd 

of sound. It contains the voices of famous once or 
sports personalities. Included in the cok after t 
lection is the voice of Joe Louis from the) from w 
ring after he defeated Max Schmeling it) Ving. 
one round. The Champ is heard admitting’) ting” } 
“I figured I had him beat when I took the} setup ¢ 
match!” work,” 





arley 


rt Har 
ilso play The refreshments were Cuba Libras, a 
“= nisture of Cokes and rum. They were 
idicious and ice cold, from an insulated 
The bathing suits were expensive and 
injjgure molding: green for me, red for 
lice; white trunks for the boys. Alice’s 
» bestofdim body looked almost childish, but I had 
honor bferves in all the right places, so Vince 
ous cenfgid. After our swim we had dinner at a 
entlemefadhouse and more drinks and when we 
| an eyefyot back in the car Alice promptly fell 
\ entuchp asleep. 
Vince laughed and teased Larry about 
wt being able to keep his girl awake. 
ar with} ‘Beautiful here is wide awake” he said, 
the ston} and slid his hand around me. 
ith Ma} Hot excitement flamed between us. He 
. Whiklned the car down a side road and 
k ground stopped in front of a motel. He said to 
ime whi|[arry “We'll be back in a little while,” 
xophone| and I went with him while he rented one 
> shot in} of the small cabins. As soon as the door 
; annual! was closed behind us I clung to him with 
that dreadful new hunger that never would 
he calmed, never; that left me no choice 
er Jo. or command over myself. 
rar Ray 
irement AN HOUR LATER when we returned 
z come -*to the car Alice was awake and crying 
pia Mu and Larry was in an ugly mood. “Let’s 
ys these take this cry baby home” he said angrily. 
sever} But Vince laughed. “Your technique’s 
nalitie: 4] wrong kid” he said. He made fresh 
drinks for us. and when he handed Alice 
hers he said, “Larry goes for you baby. 
p, well He really loves you.” He said to Larry: 
on, at) “Kiss and make up kids.” He said it soft 
bulou| but somehow it was like an order, and they 
xpress} obeyed it. 
ontrea} We drank our drinks and Alice fixed 
lefens| her makeup, and she rode back to town 
with her head on Larry’s shoulder. 









We dropped Larry and Alice off, and 

nger then Vince said, “If it wasn’t for Alice 

& thé being your only chance to get out, I’d have 

pula Larry drop her.” 

a I said “We can’t do that, without Alice 
Mom would start asking questions. Besides 


all 4); ’ 

he Alice won’t talk.” 

es as ° ° 1 ow ” . * 
n The Vince said “Yeah.” He was silent until 





he stopped the car a couple of blocks from 


rning, bs ; : : : ‘ 
Mister, ™Y home. “I can’t wait until Friday night 
s title) © See you again,” he said. 
shers| | said miserably, “No nights out during 
the week. There is no use asking.” 
| . . . . 
Vince said, “How about skipping 
LP’s| school?” 
| “qr - ° 
book I'd be afraid.” I told him. “Maybe 


- once or twice but they’d start checking up 
cok after that. Besides, you can’t get away 
1 the) from work.” 


ig in} . ’ : ° 
te _Vince laughed. “I’m figuring on quit- 
‘| ting” he said. “I’ve been figuring out a 


; the ; ‘ : 
setup that brings in more dough with less 


| work,” 


Fast Freight To Hell 


(Continued from Page 33) 


He wouldn’t explain further. The only 
thing he would say was: “You figure a way 
we can see each other every day, Baby, 
and leave the rest to me.” 

Alice balked at the role of go-between. 
“T can’t tell lies, lies all the time,” she 
said. “To help you to commit sin is as 
bad as doing it myself. I have to confess 
such things and the priest will forbid it.” 

I was horrified. “You mean you tell the 
priest such things. You tell my name?” 

“You don’t understand. Babs” she said 
wearily. “Names are not mentioned, and 
anyway, the priest never tells what is told 
him in the confessional. It is only that 
when you confess a sin you must promise 
not to do this sin again. Otherwise it isn’t 
forgiven.” 

I begged and pleaded and then I used 
Vince’s scornful arguments. I lied, telling 
her that Vince promised to marry me. 
“I’m crazy in love with him. Alice. I'll kill 
myself if I can’t have him.” 

So at last Alice gave in. “Only for a 
little while” she said. “If you are sure he 
will marry you.” 

“T’m sure” I told her. 

HE NEXT WEEK Vince quit his job. 

He got an apartment three blocks frem 
the school. And the lies and deceit grew 
like a snowball rolling down hill. I manu- 
factured sudden illnesses in class. I 
brought excuses to go to the dentist, I 
skipped morning classes and brought an 
excuse saying my mother was ill. I pre- 
tended I had to go to the library reference 
room after school. And in between times 
I used Alice. 

I lived only for the times I could be with 
Vince. In his arms with the world shut out. 

But even in my crazy infatuation there 
were things I couldn’t help noticing. The 
expensive TV set Vince bought. The suits 
in his closet. the expensive shirts and suede 
shoes. The wallet full of money. His 
evasiveness and sudden flareup of temper 
when I asked questions. 

One day when I came his eyes were 
snapping with excitement. He had the 
bed down and across it was a heavenly 
white chiffon nightgown and negligee and 
high-heeled satin boudoir slippers. I asked, 
“Where did you get them?” and he 
laughed. He came over and crushed me in 
his arms and kissed me. 

“T prowled a pad. Baby.” he said, still 
laughing. 

I didn’t know what he meant and said 
so. I looked at the slippers carefully, when 
he was in the kitchen. The soles were 
slightly worn. There was a faint tantaliz- 
ing fragrance on the nightgown and robe. 
I looked around. On the desk was an ex- 
pensive electric clock. On the back of the 


bathroom door hung a man’s heavy dark 
red silk robe. I opened the medicine cab- 
inet and inside there was an electric razor 
and a set of men’s toiletries in gold bottles. 

When I came out Vince was pouring 
drinks out of a silver cocktail shaker. He 
grinned and said, “I told you I had a set- 
up figured out.” 

I took the drink and my hand shook so 
badly I had to set it down. Vince’s eyes 
narrowed. “What’s the matter?” he said. 
“Don’t start imagining things!” 

I said, “What does ‘prowling a pad’ 
mean Vince?” 

He downed his drink and waited for me 
to finish mine. “It means you take what 
you want, Baby Doll. Just like the smart 
guys.” 

“But stealing,” I said. 
rested.” 

“Those dumb cops, they don’t know 
from nothing,” he said scornfully. “Be- 
sides I’ve got an organization.” He put 
his arms around me and kissed me hun- 
grily. “And you're part of it, just remem- 
ber that, Baby” he said. “I’m heading for 
the big time and you’re going with me, all 
the way.” 


“You'll get ar- 


N THE WEEKS that followed, when I 

had time to think my conscience both- 
ered me. I got jumpy and I’d find myself 
sitting up in a cold sweat in the middle of 
the night. 

Meg said, “I wish you’d stop grinding 
your teeth and mumbling in your sleep.” 

And Mom said, “T’ll be glad when you 
graduate. All this extra studying! You’ve 
lost ten pounds at least.” 


My work fell off at school and Miss 
Bates asked me to stay one afternoon and 
talked seriously with me. I promised to do 
better and she offered to help me after 
class if I needed it. 

“You’re missing too many classes, Bar- 
bara” she said. 

I was sick and frightened and terribly 
tired. The only one I could talk to was 
Alice. And she couldn’t help me, because 
I couldn’t tell her about the stealing. I 
couldn’t tell anyone that. 


And yet I couldn’t give Vince up. His 
love was like a drug that I couldn’t live 
without. And Vince had introduced me to 
marijuana cigarettes. I thought he was 
just teaching me to inhale and that they 
were ordinary cigarettes in the beginning. 
When I found out. their devilish thrill had 
a hold on me. After that I stopped think- 
ing. I just lived for thrills. 


Two and a half months went by and then 
two things happened within a week that 
put Alice on the toboggan with me. Her 
father died. He was working and he must 
have felt weak or dizzy. He pulled his 
little garbage can on wheels to the curb 
and sat down beside it. An hour later 
someone noticed that he had fallen over 
and they found he was dead. 

The second thing was that my brother 
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Johnny ran out in the street after a ball 
and was hit by a car. 

Johnny was hurt bad: concussion, 
broken hip and broken arm. For several 
days the doctors couldn’t promise that he 
would live. I watched Dad and Mom 
«row ten years older overnight. 

School was out the next week. I man- 
aged to graduate but my marks were 
nothing to brag about. I sat there on the 
stage in the sheer nylon dress that Mom 
had earned working nights, and I listened 
to the principal calling us the citizens of 
tomorrow, and Len Thomas giving the 
aledictorian speech and saying the future 
was ours and it was our “proud privilege to 
carry on the glorious traditions of the past 
ind the present,” and I wanted to laugh in 
their faces. What future? Five years be- 
fore, Len’s brother Bob had been valedic- 
torian and his future was a grave in Korea. 
Kathy Williams who was valedictorian last 
vear was a sales girl. 

[ thought of Johnny in a cast. and of 
\fom and Dad’s small savings pouring out 
like water, and Alice’s father sitting on a 
curbstone dead with his head against a 
garbage can, and I told myself Vince was 
right: know what you want and take it, 
only the ruthless get anywhere. Well I 
was going to be ruthless, I was going 


places. 


V OM TOOK a steady job nights on the 

switchboard of the hotel. Afternoons 
she and I and Meg visited Johnny. shopped 
on the way home, then after dinner she 


C000 


went to work and Dad and Meg went back 
to the hospital. I cleaned up the dishes and 


left to meet Vince. I said that I went to 
Alice’s. that I was trying to help her get 
over her father’s death. My folk believed 
me. 

Instead I had dragged Alice onto the 
fast freight to hell with me. They were 
terribly poor. A small fund from the 
union buried her father There was social 
security of course. but it wasn’t enough. 
Larry gave Alice some money. he com- 
forted her, and one day she cried and told 
me that she had gone all the way with 
Larry. 

“T know it is a sin,” she said miserably, 
“but I love him and he is good to me. And 
I am so unhappy Babs.” She wept for- 
lornly. 

“Listen.” I said “why is it a sin for us 
and not for society dames and stars? They 
have love affairs whether they are married 
or single and travel around together and 
even have babies five months after getting 
married. And what do the newspapers call 
them? I'll tell you. ‘Love goddesses! Big 
Romances!’ But for us it is a sin. Wake 
up and smell the coffee Alice!” 

When I told Vince. he said admiringly: 
“T always knew you were smart. Beauti- 
ful.” I crooked my elbow and laid my face 
on my arm and watched him while he lit 
cigarettes for us both—the marijuana cig- 
arettes that had become a need now, giving 
a kind of frenzy to our intimacy. setting 
us free from conscience, from decency. 

The newspapers wrote up Johnny’s ac- 
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cident and the fact that the man who sty 
him down had no insurance on his car, 
that it had really been Johnny’s fy 
Some readers sent in money, a dollar, fy 
ten. The fund rose to a hundred and fj 
dollars and Mom and Dad were touch! 

But Vince was scornful. “Cheapskates! 
he said. He mailed in three hundred 4 
lars, anonymously. He told me. of cour 
and I told myself he really loved me; 
stupid to wonder where he got that ki 
of money. No, I guess I didn’t want yj 
think about where he got it. 

Larry bought a car now and got , 
apartment in the same house with Ving 
The four of us began to use Vince’s word 
“an organization.” Vince taught me » 
drive. and Larry taught Alice. “Now ever, 
thing’s perfect,” Vince said. He outline! 
his plans. 

Alice looked across at me. her fag 
drained of all color, her eyes round an/ 
frightened. I was as scared as she was hy 
! couldn’t let Vince down. So I smiled an 
said, “When do we start?” And he smiled 
back and answered. “That’s my Baby Doll 
We start tomorrow night.” 

It was simple. We read the newspape; 
society columns finding out those who wer 
going away to weekend house parties, » 
short trips. Vince -said: “Some of the 
places are empty. lots of people can’t af 
ford or get full time servants today. Other 
just have a housekeeper. We can handl 
that.” 

Alice and I drove them within a bloc 
of the place chosen. We drove around fi 
ten minutes, then we parked at an agree 
upon spot a block away from each other 
The boys took only what could be easil 
carried, jewelry, money. furs. We parked 
our ears afterward in a downtown garage 
and went to a show. When we came back 
the loot was gone from the cars. 

Only Vince knew who took it. Onl 
Vince was paid off. It worked without « 
hitch for three months. 

Vince would read out loud newspaper! 
stories about the burglaries and we'd all 
laugh. Only behind the laugh Alice’s eye: 
would look sick and I would need Vince’ 
arms and one of the conscience-deadening 
cigarettes, 

And then one day Vince held up a big 
store. Larry was in on it only to the e 
tent of driving the getaway car. Vince wa 
jubilant when I got to the apartment 
“We're on our way, Baby.” he said, waltz 
ing me around the apartment. “But noté 
word to Alice. D’ve warned Larry too. 
She’s a good kid but she hasn’t your guls 
Baby.” 

“But you could get killed.” I protested 

“For eighteen hundred and twenty-sevel 
dollars, Baby, old Vince will take his 

chances. Besides I don’t have to cut this 
with anybody except Larry. One-third his 
two-thirds mine.” He riffled a thick wad 
of bills before my eyes. “All fives and ten 
and twenties,” he said. He counted out # 
hundred in fives and tens. “For you. Baby 
Doll” he said. “Buy Johnny a yo-yo.” He 
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pened my purse and shoved the money in 
nd snapped it shut. 

{nd almost like a vision I remembered 
1V film I had seen a couple of nights 
fore, of a row of cell doors clicking shut 
a penitentiary, and men’s faces staring 
t between bars. : 

| put my arms around Vince and held 
im close. “Darling, suppose you get 
gught. Suppose you go to jail. Id die 
ihout you. 

Vince’s mouth drew into a thin mean 
ie, His jaw clenched and his black eye= 
jared. “No flat-foot is going to put me in 
wil’ he said grimly. “The one that tries 
1 will be sorry—very sorry.” 

He went over to the desk and pulled out 


je ever ie drawer and lifted out a wicked-looking 
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on. “This little old forty-five will make a 
- out of the first cop that tries to stop 
ime.” he threatened. 

[sat down on the couch suddenly. In- 
sjde me a voice said “Vince is a killer. 
Vince is a killer—’ I heard him go out 
into the kitchen, and the rattle of ice 
vubes in the shaker, and when he came 
hack I downed two drinks one right after 
the other. but the liquor failed to warm me. 
and when Vince made love to me violently 
and passionately there was no thrill. only 
that still icy voice within me saying over 
and over: “Vince is a killer!” 





FI HAD told my family then it would 
still not have been too late. If I had 
gone to the police three people would not 
he dead. 

But I didn’t go. Why didn’t I? Well. I 
was afraid of Vince now. And I was 
ashamed to tell my folks what I had done. 
Vince sensed my fear and it angered 
him. “So you’re going chicken on me” he 
sneered. We quarreled and I told him I 
was through. 

‘| didn’t bargain for this.” I said. 

He slapped me across the face and 
shoved me roughly onto the sofa. “You're 
in this with me. Baby.” he said, “all the 
way. You’re my woman.” 

\gainst my will he made love to me 
then, brutally, ignoring my tears. my 
pleading. And when it was over he said. 
“Now you know you belong to me, Baby!” 
He crushed his mouth against mine. bruis- 
ing my lips cruelly. “Say you’re mine” he 
demanded. “Say it.” 

I said it wearily. and he laughed. 

In the next two weeks Vince held up two 
‘uper markets and a laundry. He began 
wearing his gun in an under-arm holster. 
Ind Alice and I drove them twice to places 
they burglarized in the night. “Just enough 
to keep the old man from squawking.” he 
‘xplained to me. It seemed the man who 
got rid of the stolen goods, who owned the 
sarage, suspected that Vince was doing 
the other holdups and Vince had to do 
the night burglaries to keep him quiet. 

It was one of those that brought the 
Whole thing to a climax. A terrible, tragic 
climax, 


The police finally figured out that the 
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society columns were the tip-off the bur- 
glars used to pick empty homes. So they 
fixed up a decoy and planted a couple of 
policemen in the house and four hidden 
outside. They let Larry and Vince get in 
and pick up the loot and then they jumped 
them. 

Vince shot one of the policemen and 
while the other one jumped him and sub- 
dued him Larry ran. When Larry refused 
to stop as he made for the alley back of 
the house they shot him. 

I heard the shots and started for home 
as we had planned. So did Alice but she 
panicked and ran Larry’s car in the wrong 
direction on a one-way street and _ side- 
swiped a bus. The car turned over and 
she was killed. 

I drove Vince’s car into the garage and 
left it and hid in a nearby movie for an 
hour. Then I came out and took the bus 
home. When I came in Dad was listening 
to the ten o’clock news. The voice said: 
“One of the burglars is dead, one girl ac- 
complice is dead, the other burglar, Vince 
Ross, who killed Police Lieutenant Comp- 
ton, is in custody. Police believe there is 
inother girl accomplice.” 

Dad looked up and smiled. “Hello 
honey, glad you’re home.” He shook his 
head and said “Bad business. A policeman 
dead. two others dead. And a young man 
on the way to the gas chamber.” 

rhat’s when I started to scream. Meg 
came running downstairs in her pajamas, 
ind Dad was trying to hold me. and I kept 
screaming and screaming. Meg called the 
loctor and when she hung up she ran into 
the kitchen and came back with a pot of 
cold water and threw it in my face. 

| stopped screaming and [ started to 
hake and Dad said, “We'll get her to 
bed.” and he and Meg helped me up the 
stairs. 
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"We were in love. 
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Then Doctor Burns came and shooed 
them out of the room and came back to 
me and said, “Now then, what happened?” 
He took hold of my shoulders and his eyes 
were probing. He had taken care of me all 
my life, and I knew I couldn’t lie to him. 
“I’m the girl they are looking for,” I said. 
“In that robbery.” 

“You mean you're that killer’s girl,” he 
said slowly. “I can’t believe it.” 

“Tt’s true.” I told him. “It’s true.” And 
then I started to cry and in a minute there 
was the prick of a needle in my arm, and 
I heard the doctor say “Come in John,” and 
after that there was oblivion. 


V HEN I CAME TO there was a police- 

woman in my room sitting by my bed 
and outside the door a policeman was 
stationed. Doctor Burns came and said I 
could get dressed and go downtown with 
them. Mom brought in my breakfast. her 
face swollen with tears, her eyes puffed. 
She said, “Try to eat, Babs,” and then I 
started to cry again. Doctor Burns gave 
me two small white pills and made me 
drink the orange juice. 

Mom handed me clean clothes and the 
policewoman went with me to the bath- 
room while I washed up. When I came 
back Mom had an overnight bag packed 
with some clothes for me. 

A police car took the policewoman and 
me to the station. Dad and Mom kissed 
me goodbye and I heard Meg crying at the 
top of the stairs. They told Dad they could 
see me later, “We'll call you” the police 
said. “Better get a lawyer.” 

As I walked down the steps and got into 
the car I knew the neighbors were watch- 
ing behind the curtains. A group of kids 
playing in an empty lot across the street 
stood like small statues and stared. 
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Johnny’s friends, I thought. 
thought of Johnny, almost ready to » 
home now, and wondered what my { 
would tell him. I wished I was dead, 
is lucky I thought, she’s dead, they , veers sti 
arrest her. She can’t feel anything nox ney doe 
Because I was not yet seventeen the. to be 
could not give me an adult’s punish [asked | 
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“highly emotional, easily dominated | [told D 
sex and excitement.” doctor sai 
The fact that my parents were g put his th 


honorable people, that my home life y hent down 
a good one, swayed things in my fay words. to 1 
The papers were kind to Dad. his recy 
of years of faithful service, first in 4 
Navy and then in the post office. Johny ri. 
accident. Pictures of Meg’s sweet {x 


cannot mé 


now. 
Stories of Mom’s working nights to } ror tells 
pay the bills. All these helped me. Pj looking. 


the fact that I was two months pregnag hiatrists 
“Playgirl Will Give Birth To Kille® -bellions 
Child.” the headlines screamed. tional hun 
They sent me to an institution to ref control th 
bilitate girls like me. Doctors, psychi | ynde 
trists and psychologists in private practi that he h 
gave them time free to help the regu “The p 
staff. There, seven months later, 1 they wan 
daughter was born. I never saw her. By je caid. 
fore her birth I signed away all rightsi@ Too m 
her. T only know she was perfect at bitl§ gre figuri 
that she was adopted by a childless coup of the tor 
well able to take care of her. When I sii talked ar 
to the doctor who delivered her: “I hoy be they | 
she will not take after Vince or me, b§ others ce 
said, “No baby is born bad. Even childref they arer 
from the best families sometimes af day the 
criminal. Royal families in many instanced maybe s¢ 


have a long past record of criminals.” } #¢ disgt 
My history lessons told me this was tr ed i : 
So now I tried to think of my little girl: ae oe 
free of the evil that was in Vince and m a 
If prayers are answered it will be tru buil lies 
for as long as I live I will pray daily fw and und 
this. women | 
_E of my fi 

VINCE WENT to the gas chamber sit} an juck 


teen months after his arrest. He wel} pir | 
bitterly and silently and unrepentant. '} {yj ones 
least to all outward appearance. He We} who wa 
dead six months before I knew. Mom ani] dream | 
Dad and Meg and Johnnie drove to the) Larry \ 
city I live in this summer on Dad’s vact} dead p 
tion. I had served my sentence and Ww} Mom ai 
free, but had decided to stay on at the} the pric 
institution in a position that paid me‘? [| hay 
small salary and permitted me to study} ories fo 
nursing. I got a few days off and came in} what tl 
town to be with the folks. 7 sin” 

My heart turned over at the sight “} coins, - 
Mom and Dad. Dad’s hair is snow whilt) sorrow 
and his shoulders are stooped like anf The 


man’s. Mom has a tic in her left chee} but on 
“Just nerves” she said. “The doctor *] destroy 
giving me shots.” Meg has a wary look} ness a 
in her eyes, like she has been hurt ™§ honor | 


much. And Johnny is too quiet, ™ Plea 
thoughtful for a twelve-year-old. too lat 





Ang | managed a moment alone with Dad 
y to lg] gave him a hundred and ten dollars. 
My fii earned it honestly,” I said. “I want to 
ead. Aj gart paying back some of what you spent.” 
hey ¢ Tears stood in Dad’s eyes. He said “The 
8 NKR noney does not matter. All I want is for 
n the sou to be happy.” 
nishnee [asked him about Vince and he told me. 
In e He said, “At the end I felt sorry for him. 
ult.” The papers said he was a psychopathic 
ay ab@iitler. Doc Burns said he had a sick 
iat | mind.” 
ated # told Dad about my baby and what the 
doctor said that no baby is born bad. He 
put his thin worn hand over mine and I 
hent down and kissed it. There weren’t any 
words, to tell him how sorry I was. Words 
cannot mend a heart. 
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ELL. that is my story. I am nineteen 

now. I have good health and my mir- 
ror tells me I am still young and good- 
looking. The doctors here and the psy- 
chiatrists have helped me to understand my 
rebellions, my dissatisfactions, my emo- 
tional hungers, how to recognize them and 
control them. 

I understand Vince too now. 
that he had a sick mind. 

“The people who get places know what 
they want and take it. They’re ruthless.” 
I. De he said. “That’s the only way.” 
ghts | Too many young boys and girls today 
t birth are figuring that way. They listen to some 
Coup of the tougher older leaders talk like Vince 
I stiff talked and they think it sounds big. May- 
I hoy be they hold out for a little while and the 
ne, bf others call them “chicken” and to prove 
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lildreh they aren’t afraid they go along. And one 
s an day the law catches up with them, and 
tancey maybe someone is killed. and their families 
» § are disgraced and their names are record- 
il ed on police blotters as hoodlums and 
irl criminals, 
Jel Oh yes there is still hope. Lives can be 
aiid rebuilt. Souls can be salvaged. I am re- 
1y fo building my own life. I have the guidance 
; and understanding of fine trained men and 
women here to help me. I have the love 
ag of my family that has never failed me. I 
} am lucky beyond my deserts. 
¥ But I have too my memories: shame- 
- “I ful ones with Vince; sad ones over Alice. 
“®] who wanted to be good. who dreamed a 
anil dream that never came true. I think of 
) the Larry with pity, and the family of the 
vat} dead policeman. and finally I think of 


wi} Mom and Dad and Meg and Johnny, and 


the} the price they paid for my wantonness. 

_ I have to learn to live with these mem- 
y ec 

tua} ories for I cannot escape them. They are 


int} what the Good Book calls “the wages of 
bd ” . 

sin.” Believe me. they are counterfeit 
“} coms. All they can purchase is shame and 
. sorrow and ruin. 
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The world does not progress on violence 
but on tenderness. It is built by love, and 
EK . re . 
EE destroyed by hate. Kindness is not weak- 


ok i idi 

hess and goodness is not stupidity and 
wf honor is above price. 
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Please listen and believe me, before it is 


too late. THE END 
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SOCIETY “¥* 


PAY IN 3 WEEKS AT HOME LEARN 
THE FASCINATING DUTIES OF A 


PRACTICAL NURSE 


high school needed to Graduate with [= 
ma. Profession pays up to $300a month, 
pleasant work in good times or bad. F 
16-60. Doctor’s endorsement of this 
t-fee course. Average lesson only $1.18. 
E booklet gives all facts. Send 
name on postcard today! __ __' 





The Lincoln School of Practical Nursing 7 


805 Larrabee St., Dept. E-8, Los Angeles 46, Callf. ] | 


if h 16-page FREE booklet ‘‘ Careers in Nursing”’ 











A Soothing Dressing - 
BURNS ¢ CHAFE e 
MINOR CUTS e 
Skin Irritations ... 
WATURE’S BESy 


FRUITS Cat 


*rospects, Events, Money outlook, Love, 
Send 10¢ (coin) and 
stamp for your true, amazing Fore- 
t birthdate. NEWTON VALE 
(T. N.), 106, Adelaide Street West, 
Toronto, Canada. 


iendship, ete, 


t. state 





SUBSCRIBE 
TO TAN TODAY 
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Restless Husband 


(Continued from Page 16) 


he looked a little bleary eyed. He was in- 
stantly alert. however. when he saw my 
uniform. He said tensely, “Something’s 
happened. Something’s happened to 
Clara.” 

I didn’t know how to handle this sort of 
thing. I said softly. “May I come in?” 

Impatiently he motioned me _ inside. 
Then he demanded. “Is it my wife? Tell 
me—how bad is it?” 

I took a deep breath and let him have it, 
“It’s pretty bad. Mr. Evans. I’m afraid 
your wife is dead. She crashed into the 
Duck River Bridge.” 

He crumpled into a chair. I'd 
heard a man cry before. except the hys- 
terical sort of crving you sometimes hear 
from the shocked survivor of a crash. This 
was different. and it was a horrible thing 
to witness. He began sobbing over and 
over, “I let her go. I should have known 
better. I let her go. I made her go.” 

I couldn’t leave him like that. After 
awhile I got up and fixed him a drink. I 
didn’t know whether that was according to 
Hoyle. but I had an idea a drink might 
help. 

It steadied him a little. but he stared at 
the empty glass and said distastefully, “If 
it hadn’t been for this stuff, she’d have 
been alive. If I hadn’t been drinking, I 
wouldn’t have let her go.” 

I asked quietly. “Would it help to talk 
about it. Mr. Evans?” 

He stared at me sightlessly, “Might as 
well. I'll be talking to myself about it the 
rest of my life. We had an argument. Such 
a stupid argument to kill my wife. She was 
a wonderful wife. mister. the homebody 
type. I guess I never appreciated that. I’ve 
lived around in hotels and such. don’t like 
living on schedule. never could see why 


never 


she was so anxious to buy a home and be 
tied to it. All of a sudden I understand 
that and a whole lot of things. Right now 
I'd give everything I’ve got to have the 
little home she wanted and her in it.” 

He was silent awhile. then he went on, 
“When I came home this evening she was 
crying. and then I realized it was our an- 
niversary and I'd 
Things like that meant a lot to her. and I 
felt bad. seeing her cry. but I’m the kind 
of guy who'd rather 
I'm wrong. I wanted to take her out to 
dinner, but she wouldn’t. and I started in 
drinking and hated 
drink. So we argued about it and I kept 
drinking until we had a real row. And— 
well, finally she said she was going home 
to her mother who lives in Bay City.” 

He buried his head in his hands. “She 
didn’t want to go. I knew that. All I had 
to do was take her in my arms and ask 
her to forgive me and that would have 
been the end of it. But I didn’t do that. I 
opened the door and said, ‘Okay then, go.’ 


forgotten. as usual. 
get mad than admit 


she always me to 


\nd she went. Even when she went out 
door I knew I could stop her. but I dj 
try. I figured she’d be back in a coy 
of days. I never figured—” 

Well. it was the roughest hour Id @ 
spent. I stayed there till he’d given me 
name of a friend to call and the friend 
arrived. When at last I stepped out j 
the quiet street T could still hear the m 
broken voice and the last thing he'd g 
to me: 

“A stupid argument. and all my fag 
(nd because of it she’s dead. She was 
upset to be driving. even a fool she 
have seen that. And you know somethiy 
I've been thinking back over how it 
started. It never would have happened 
T hadn’t stopped off this evening to hayg 
drink with a customer. and not even g 
important customer at that. That’s 
made me late and that’s what killed 
wife. T’d forgotten she’d told me she 
preparing a special dinner tonight and 
begged me to be on time. I didn’t re 
ber it was our anniversary. but I 
promised to be on time. And things fi 
that were important to Clara. She le 
to fuss over a special dinner. and she hate 
to see it get ruined while she waited 
a careless lout who couldn’t remem 
anything. That’s why she was cryi 
really, not because I hadn’t brought her 
anniversary gift. I guess the dinner 
ruined. but I was too stupid to try to 
it anyway. I just got mad and drank i 
stead. And so I killed my wife.” 

I stood stockstill on the street, as son 
thing struck me for the first time. I'd he 
so involved in that poor guy’s tragedy 
I'd never seen the connection before, 
now it hit me hard. He had quarrelle 
with his wife tonight probably over a 
of things, but it had all started because 
something so simple. so trivial. 

\ stupid quarrel. he’d said. And I 
membered another more stupid quart 
[ remembered what a production I'd made 
this evening of the fact that my own Naney 
wasn’t a clockwatcher. and didn’t cat 
about being a glamour girl either. Clam 
Evans was dead indirectly because 
husband had been late to dinner, and 
had actually been planning infidelity ( 
rectly because my wife had forgotten) 
prepare my dinner on time! 

\ stupid quarrel, Evans had said. 

I was weak in the knees realizing he 
would be feeling if because of our stupl 
quarrel my Nancy had died. I had to 
home as fast as I could. She’d be asle 
of course, but I could look at her and 
myself how lucky I was to have a wife ll 
her, and how little it mattered whether 
remembered to wash her hair and wear 
stick, and how swell it was that our 
was so important to her. And tomo 
I'd tell her. THE 








